University of the Pacific

Scholarly Commons
The Pacific Historian

Western Americana

1969

The Pacific Historian, Volume 13, Number 4
(1969)

Follow this and additional works at: https://scholarlycommons.pacific.edu/pac-historian
Recommended Citation
"The Pacific Historian, Volume 13, Number 4 (1969)" (1969). The Pacific Historian. 52.
https://scholarlycommons.pacific.edu/pac-historian/52

This Book is brought to you for free and open access by the Western Americana at Scholarly Commons. It has been accepted for inclusion in The Pacific
Historian by an authorized administrator of Scholarly Commons. For more information, please contact mgibney@pacific.edu.

REGINALD R. STUART
Founder of the Stuart Library - First Editor The Pacific Historian,
with his wife, Winifred, in August, 1969, at Lynnewood, Pleasanton, California.
A carpenter would have a hard time functioning without a
hammer-even in this age of "doing one's own thing." Neither
could a historian work without his tools, which may be defined
broadly as the written records of man. At the University of the
Pacific, aspiring historians have a growing variety of tools, thanks
largely to the efforts of Reginald R. Stuart, whose gift of manuscripts, books and pamphlets make up the core of the collection
of Western Americana at the Pacific Center for Western Historical
Studies. The Stuart Library, which houses the collection, is testimony not only to the generosity of Mrs. Stuart but to his all
embraoing love for the V,Test as a place and an idea.
Whether unearthing long lost issues of an ancient Oregon newspaper, bargaining with a dealer for a letter written by Antonio
Lopez de Santa Anna, or telling a favorite Western Story, R. R.
Stuart relishes his life with History. He lives on his rancho outside Pleasanton, California, and visits the Sh,tart Library often to
see the progress made as time goes on. The staff has increased,
the collections have grovin, the functions have expanded, but the
Stuart indowment still remains the cornerstone of the Cel)ter for
Western Studies . At a time of accelerating technological and social
change, it is well to recall a fundamental question whose solution
continues to elude us but whose challenge inspired R. R. Stuart to
a lifetime of intellectual endeavor; "how do we know where we're
going if we don't know where we've been?"
by RoNALD E. LIMBAUGH, Archivist, The Stuart Library
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Mrs. R . R. Stuart with
Dr. Wood and Dr. Burns
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greeting Archivist Limbaugh

R. R. with Vice-President
Robert Winterberg
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Librar!J of Western Americana Guest book, DeceullJer 16, 1968
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FAMOUS RIDES IN
AMERICAN HISTORY
NELS HoKANSON

Horses and riders have played important roles in the history of
this country. Stories, including fictional ones, about some of ·them
have been a source of interest to generations of school children, not
only in the United States but in many parts of the world.
There is hardly a child of school age who has not been entranced by Washington Irving's story of the headless figure on
horseback, who each night in search of his head, galloped through
the Valley of Sleepy Hollow at great speed in order to get back to
the church yard before daybreak. This is of course a fable based
on a story passed around by old Dutch wives · who lived in the
area rich in tales of ghosts and apparitions.
If you ask children to name the most famous real life ride, the
answer most certainly would be that of Paul Revere, which was
made in the moonlit night of Tuesday, April 18, 1775.
Revere, who was acting as an Express messenger for the Whig
Patriots of Boston, had driven over to Lexington to warn John
Hancock and Samuel Adams that the British General Gage might
be sending a detachment with the object of arresting them and
capturing military supplies hidden nearby. On his way back to
Boston, Revere stopped at Charleston and arranged for signals in
case the British should move. Lanterns would be hung in the
steeple of Old North Church, "one if by land two if by the sea."
On Tuesday news spread that the British were in fact moving.
Revere hurried home, changed to his riding clothes and with
oars muffled by a last minute borrowed petticoat, rowed across to
Charleston, where friends had procured one of the best horses in
town for him. Satisfied with the horse and the equipment, Revere
at eleven o'clock at night swung into the saddle and set out. Two
men in scarlet uniforms attempted to stop him at one place but
Revere eluded them by pushing his horse to the limit. During the
two hours of hard riding, in which he covered about sixteen miles,
he warned the countryside about the British move and at one
o'clock reached Lexington in time for Hancock and Adams to leave
after arranging for removal of the military equipment to a safe
place. In the famous poem, written one hundred years later, Long-
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fellow said, "Hardly a man is now alive, who remembers the
famous day and year . . ." But the poem changed that. It placed
Revere among the immortals of American history.
Another ride which is familiar especially to students of the
Civil War is that made by General Philip Henry Sheridan on
October 19, 1864.
Secretary of War Stanton was saying that everything, including
Northern morale, the coming election, even the successful termination of the war, depended on victory in the Shenandoah Valley,
where Confederates under General J. A. Early were threatening.
General Grant turned the Union command over to General
Sheridan, who at Winchester on September 19, and Fisher's Hill
on September 22, readily defeated Early and drove him up the
valley. It is interesting to note here that Sheridan was helped by a
Quaker girl named Virginia Wright who was acting as a Union
spy behind the rebel ranks. By means of messages on tin foil
which were carried in the mouth of a colored gardener, who was
allowed to pass through the lines, she kept Sheridan informed of
Early's strength and his activities. When she reported that Early
had withdrawn some divisions to help other areas, Sheridan acted.
After the victories, Sheridan leaving General Wright in charge,
went to Washington for a conference with Stanton.
A dispatch from Wright indicated that Early was not defeated
as thought, in fact was joining with General Longstreet for a new
offensive. Sheridan ordered his commanders to be prepared and
promised to hurry back as soon as possible. He arrived at Winchester at four o'clock in the morning to hear that the battle was
already lost, the army in rout, even his own headquarters captured. Quickly saddling up his big black charger, Rienzi, Sheridan
retained two aids and some twenty troopers and ordered the remaining members of his staff to hal~ stragglers and deserters. Then
at a gallop, he began the twenty-five mile ride to Cedar Creek,
waving his hat, pointing to the front and calling to his retreating
troops, "Come on boys! Face the other way! Come with me and
we'll make everything all right!"
At Cedar Creek, he spurred Rienzi into the thick of the assault
and by four in the afternoon had reorganized his panic stricken
men and converted defeat into a glorious victory. Some said it was
the maddest gallop since the headless rider swept through the
valley of Sleepy . Hollow. This six hour ride was, like Revere's,
also helped by a stirring poem, written by a well known poet of
the time, T. Buchanan Read, and was given prominence by a famous
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actor and elocutionist named James E. Murdock, who recited it
across most of the United States and Canada.
Colonel John Fremont, another Army officer, is credited with
several remarkable rides, especially one made in March, 1847, when
he rode from Los Angeles to Monterey, a distance which he estimated to be eight hundred miles.
Accompanied by a friend, one Juan Pic6 and a Steward, Fremont accomplished his feat in eight days of riding, with rest stops
of a day and night at Monterey and two half-days at San Luis
Obispo.
The men who carried the mails across the two thousand mile,
Indian-infested Western frontier from St. Joseph, Missouri to
Sacramento, California for the Pony Express in the eighteen fifties
and sixties, made many exceptional rides, most of them unrecorded
and unsung. Only a few are mentioned in obscure books, old
diaries, newspapers and in the dime novels of a later period.
All the riders were young, rough, devil-may-care fellows, ready,
able and willing at any time of day or night to leap into the
saddle of any horse, broken or unbroken, put spurs to him and
with a wave of the hand be off like the swift phantom of Irving's
story.
William F. Cody, better known as "Buffalo Bill," only fourteen
years old at the time, was the most widely known Express rider.
His run was seventy-six miles between Red Buttes and Three Crossings. One day, he learned that the rider who was to take over had
been killed. Without any rest, Cody set off on a fresh horse to
Rocky Ridge, eighty-five miles away. Then he returned over both
routes to Red Buttes, an aggregate run of three hundred twentytwo miles. This was probably the longest continuous ride without
formal rest in the history of the Express service.
The most daring and brilliant ride in the annals of the United
States was undoubtedly the one made from Los Angeles to San
Francisco in 1846 by John Brown, known locally as Juan (Lean
John) Flaco. Flaco was a native of Sweden who left home at an
early age to begin a life of adventure as a sailor in the British
Navy and a soldier in the army of Simon Bolivar in South
America. He was about thirty years of age when he arrived in
California where he joined the rebels who were fighting for Independence from Mexico. When the United States took over, he
proudly announced himself as "a native of Sweden who had become a true American."
He was in Los Angeles in September 1846 when Captain
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Archibault H. Gillespie, the young commandant in charge, was in a
serious predicament as a result of his intemperate treatment of the
Californians. Gillespie had prohibited the gathering of two or
more persons, the galloping of horses through the streets, the
carrying of arms and the sale of liquor. He searched homes, closed
shops at sundown, established a strict ten o'clock curfew and arrested prominent citizens for offenses in which they had no part.
When complaints and protests were repeatedly disregarded,
resentment stirred in the natives and their leaders saw an opportunity to regain control of the city. Soon all Southern California
was in revolt and Gillespie, with only fifty half-disciplined and
poorly equipped troops, found himself surrounded by six hundred
Mexicans. Nearest reinforcements were some four hundred miles
away at Monterey. Gillespie needed to get word to Commodore
Robert Stockton in that city and offered five hundred dollars to
anyone who would ride there and advise the Commodore of the
perilous situation. Flaco accepted the offer. Messages reading,
"Believe the bearer- believe the bearer," were writtn on foil and
hidden in marked cigarettes, secreted in his hair. At eight o'clock
in the evening of September 25, 1846, Flaco slipped through the
Mexican lines. He was furiously pursued by some fifteen skilled
riders who shot his horse, when, only a short distance on his way,
Flaco jumped the animal over a thirteen foot ravine. For the rest
of that night, carrying his lariat and spurs, he ran on foot some
twenty miles to the home of a rancher, whom he inveigled into
supplying him with food and a new horse. Then he was on his
way again. He reached Monterey after four days and learning
that Commondore Stockton was at Yerba Buena, as San Francisco
was called in those days, continued another day, completing the
five hundred miles in five days.
Flaco's message was too late to prevent the surrender of
Gillespie, who was permitted to march out with his men to San
Pedro. But the message that Flaco brought did result in the
formation of a relief expedition in which the troops of Stockton
joined with those of Generals Kearney and Fremont. After a series
of hard-fought battles, these combined forces, along with Gillespie's men completed the conquest of California, by marching to
the Plaza in Los Angeles, where on January 10, 1847, Gillespie
again raised the flag which he had lowered in September.
Paul Revere rode over cobbled streets in friendly territory and
General Sheridan was accompanied by s.o me of his men as he
galloped to Cedar Creek, "On a good, broad highway leading
8

down." General Fremont who also had companions, rested for two
days during his ride. Flaco obtaining fresh horses as he could, rode
alone across the unbroken trail of high mountains, dense thickets,
stretches of rugged beaches and mesas, where every inhabitant
was a potential enemy.
Longfellow's poem immortalized Revere's ride and T. Buchanan
Read's poem has helped to keep the six hour ride of General
Sheridan alive. Both Fremont, "The Pathfinder" and "Buffalo Bill"
Cody have been well publicized, but no famous poet or narrator
has written about "Lean John" Flaco whose ride was longer, fleeter and more perilous than any other.
Editor's Note:
Nels Hokanson was born in Denmark of Swedish parents who came to the
United States in 1887. Graduated from the University of Chicago and the
Jolm Marshall Law School, he was engaged in banking and real estate in
Chicago for fifty years. He and his wife, the former Esther Darrow Hokanson, now live in Claremont, California. Mr. Hokanson is an authority on the
Swedish in America.
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JUAN FLACO:
The Paul Revere of California
WILLIAM DoFFLEMYER

Probably the most exciting, and yet least known, of the great
horseback rides in American History was made by a Swedish immigrant in 1846 during the American conquest of California. The
legendary ride of "Juan Flaco," the "Paul Revere of California,"
from Los Angeles to San Francisco has been the subject of guesswork, exaggeration, and imaginative writing for a number of years.
In fact, most of what is written about the ride and the rider tends
to be fanciful and mythical.
A few accounts arm the rider with a firearm. Others settle for a
bowie knife or horsehair lariat. One account states that while on
foot he was fired upon by a Mexican. He lashed the 60 foot lariat
about the Mexican's throat and proceeded to kill him with the
bowie knife. The same author, who also has him fighting grizzly
bears while en route to San Francisco, describes him as ". . . tall
and lean with a wispy mustache and ragged blonde hair which
fell about his shoulders. He was dressed entirely in closefitting
buckskin and wore beaded doeskin moccasins. A long thin-bladed
bowie knife in a leather sheath hung from his waist." 1
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Writers have therefore tended to make the subject bigger than
life and certainly fitting material for a TV adventure series. Not
much is actually known about the life of this man, apart from the
famous ride, due to the lack of source materials. However, sufficient information is available to attempt a brief summary of the
highlights of his life.
One is quickly struck with the fact that his entire life, not just
the events of the ride, is full of brave deeds and perilous adventures that actually support the hero concept.
The major biographical sources are provided for us by the editors
of the San Joaquin Republican in articles dated May 12, 1858 and
Dec. 13, 1859. In both accounts the writers indicate that he was
born in Karlskrona, Sweden; one source favors the year 1800, 2 the
other 1799.3 Historians have guessed that his name might have
been Johann Broun, Braun, or Braunesson. No such names, however, appear in the birth records in his home town for the years
1798-1800. The register of inventories in Karlskrona do reveal that
one Johan Vilhelm Braune was ten years old in 1808. 4 It would
appear that this is the John Brown that would be called "Juan
Flaco" or Lean John by contemporary Californians in later years.
At the age of fifteen, young Johan Braune departed from
Karlskrona for a life of adventure at sea. He joined the Swedish
Navy during the last days of the wars with Napoleon and sailed
for England. 5 Sweden was allied with Great Britain and other
European powers in an effort to crush the "Little Corporal." Following the Battle of Waterloo, Napoleon sought refuge on board
the British warship H.M.S. Bellerophon. Napoleon was then taken
to Tor Bay and transferred to another vessel for passage to St.
Helena. 6 Our young Swedish seaman was then in Portsmouth
Harbor and later recalled seeing Napoleon when the Bellerophon
stopped on its way to the Devonshire coast. 7
Following several years in the navy, he journeyed to South
America where he fought under Simon Bolivar in the wars for
Latin American independence. The editor of the San Joaquin Republicgn writes that Juan "was present in most of the engagements which marked the progress of that patriot to power in
South America." 8 The 1858 account states: "Mr. Brown served
both in the army and naval service under the General, and was engaged in nine regular battles. \Vhile employed in this service, he
crossed the Isthmus of Panama four times, and doubled Cape Horn
three times. He was at length taken prisoner by General Flores of
New Granada but made his escape and came to California in a
12

Mexican vessel." 9
Arriving in California in 1828, the tall, tanned, toughened Swede,
then about 29 years of age, worked as a trapper, express rider,
and vacquero in the sleepy little Mexican pueblo of Los Angeles.
The man, who there became known as Juan Flaco, again became
involved in revolution. Following the death of Governor Figueroa,
he supported the cause of Juan Bautista Alvarado in the Revolution of 1836. 10 Juan Flaco was possibly one of about thirty riflemen led by Isaac Graham that aided Alvarado in seizing control
of Monterey and proclaiming himself provisional governor of
California.11 A decade later, in 1845, Juan found himself allied
with Governor Manuel Micheltorena in an effort this time to prevent still another insurrection led by Alvarado.12 Following the
battle in Cahuenga Pass, Micheltorena departed for Mexico and
the adventuring Swede returned to Los Angeles.
The following year, the American conquest of California began,
and Flaco was among the Angelenos who supported U.S. control.
President Polk had made careful plans regarding California, and,
following the declaration of war against Mexico on March 13,
1846, the province was occupied without a struggle. Commodore
Stockton and Major Fremont returned to the North on September
8th confidently leaving the Southland under the command of
Captain Archibald H. Gillespie who had a garrison of less than
fifty volunteers. Newspaper accounts indicate that Juan Flaco
"enlisted" in this companyP
The setting was right for another Alamo massacre as resentment
and bitterness toward the American conquerors had been mounting even prior to the departure of Stockton. The Commodore had
felt it necessary to impose a harsh curfew on the Angelenos and
instructed Gillespie to enforce it.
On September 22, the revolt began. The following day Gillespie
found his garrison surrounded by five or six hundred well-armed
Mexicans under the leadership of Jose Maria Flores. Flores issued
an ultimatum to Gillespie to surrender within 24 hours or face destruction. Outnumbered ten to one, and possibly recalling the
identical circumstances of the encircled band of Americans just
ten years before in Texas, Gillespie called upon Juan Flaco to
make a desperate effort to secure help from Commodore Stockton
who was believed to be in Monterey.
Gillespie promised the courier $500 and gave him a package of
about thirty homemade cigarettes for identification. On the cigarettes were the Captain's seal and the rather prosaic words "Believe
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the Bearer."H At 8 P.M. on Friday, the 25th of September, the
daring Swede, then about 47 years old, dashed out of the garrison, between the lines of Mexicans, and began his torturous
journey to the NorthP
Juan Flaco's personal account of the ride follows the pattern of
a dime novel as he describes how he loses his pursuers and obtains fresh horses along the way. He wound through narrow arroyos and wild valleys and climbed over treacherous passes to
avoid known trails and therefore contact with hostile Mexicans.
He had his first horse shot out from under him, and was forced
to run on foot for 27 miles (which in itself was longer than Paul
Revere's entire ride) before he acquired fresh mounts. 16
Accounts of the ride have disagreed over the questions of elapsed
time and distance traveled. Estimates of distance have varied from
450 to 630 miles and elapsed time from 52 hours without sleep to
6 days with several stops for rest. A careful study of the major
sources, and the construction of a timetable for the ride seem to
indicate that Juan Flaco traveled approximately 500 miles in his
journey between Los Angeles and San Francisco in almost exactly
five days. Omitting time lost in sleeping or in waiting for fresh
horses, his travel time appears to be just under 68 hoursP Considering the distance, the terrain, and the circumstances, this was
a super-human feat . Contemporary accounts understate it when
they write that Juan "has performed many feats similar to that
described in his letter, both on foot and horseback, but perhaps
none equal to it."lS
On the morning of Thursday, October 1st, Juan delivered his
message to Commodore Stockton and drank brandy with him on
the deck of the U.S. frigate CongressY His dramatic ride was
finished but his part in the conquest of California was just beginning. Stockton responded to the message of desperation by dispatching 350 men under Captain William Mervine to leave at once
on the Savannah for San Pedro. The entry of October 2, 1846, in
the logbook of the Savannah states: "John Brown came on board,
to take passage to San Pedro order of Commodore Stockton."20 The
courier was now returning with his reinforcements.
Slowed by weather conditions, the Savannah arrived at San
Pedro on the evening of October 6, where Mervine met Gillespie
who had been forced to surrender to Flores on September 29. The
Flores Revolt was gaining momentum as it spread acorss the
countryside. Southern California was again in the hands of the
Mexicans. Mervine and Gillespie then made a desperate attempt
14

to reconquer Los Angeles. Accompanying these inadequate troops,
Flaco probably witnessed their defeat to Jose Antonio Carillo's
forces in what became known as the Battle of the Old Woman's
Gun. 2 1
The defeated forces then retreated to their ships and joined
Commodore Stockton who soon arrived at San Diego with 500
additional troops. On November 29, Gillespie, from San Diego,
penned the· following words to Thomas Larkin in Monterey: "We
muster now on shore 450 men and altogether have a fine group.
The Congress is safely moored within pistol shot of the Hide
Houses, where she will no doubt lie until winter is passed." 22
There is little doubt that Juan Flaco was among that group. It
is even possible that Flaco accompanied Gillespie to rescue General Stephen Kearny at San Pas qual in December of 1846. Follow- ·
ing this bloody battle in which 18 Americans were killed, Stockton
and Kearny combined their forces and pushed north toward Los
Angeles. They defeated Flores at the San Gabriel River on January 8 and reoccupied Los Angeles on January 10, 1847. While
Los Angeles was being taken, Fremont was moving south with
400 reinforcements from Monterey. At this time it appears that
Juan was employed to carry a message from Kearny to Fremont.
The editor of the San Joaquin Republican writes: "Mr. Brown was
afterwards employed by Gen. Kearny to carry express to Col. Fremont, which he accomplished by crawling through the Californian
camp and _obtained a horse from an acquaintance (a Californian),
whom he, of course, deceived as to his mission."23 This brave deed
evidently occurred between December 6, 1846, and January 13,
1847, when Andres Pic6 surrendered to Fremont. The reconquest
of California was then completed.
There has been a general tendency among historians to discount
the ride as being anything more than a romantic story or great
physical feat. Gene Sherman, writing in the Los Angeles Times in
1946, wrote that " ... fate was garnishing history with a sprig of
irony. For on the day Lean John completed his legendary 600mile ride, Gillespie, greatly outnumbered and disparing of aid,
was surrendering to superior rebel forces and the ride of a hero
was in vain."~ 4 And Edna Buckbee wrote in 1939, that "The message came too late .... it cannot be announced that the historic
ride of Juan Flaco saved the day for the Americans at Los
Angeles . . . .":? 5
Perhaps the following arguments could be made to temper this
criticism. In the first place, Juan Flaco's ride quite possibly pre-
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vented a repeat of the Alamo tragedy. Flores knew that Flaco had
successfully escaped and that help would probably be forthcoming.
This fact conceivably prompted the rebel leader to grant Gillespie
and his men generous terms in surrender rather than the promised
annihilation. Even though his ride did not prevent surrender, it
may have in fact made surrender possible. We may note that the
San Joaquin Republican concludes that " . .. the consequence was,
the relief of Major Gillespie and the rescue of him and his force
from utter destruction . "~(;
Can we not also recognize that Flaco's alarm did initiate American efforts towards reconquest considerably sooner that would
otherwise have been the case? Time was crucial because the Flores
Revolt was becoming popularly supported. Soon all of Southern
California would have been up in arms. It is certain that without
the ride ,the Los Angeles garrison would have fared no better
and perhaps far worse. Santa Barbara could have fallen, for there

were only ten or fifteen men there to sustain the U.S. occupation.
It certainly cannot be said that General Kearny, who had been
marching overland from Santa Fe with 200 American Dragoons,
would have suppressed the rebels because he was rescued at San
Pasqual by reinforcements sent by Stockton; Stockton was in
Southern California with additional forces only because of Juan's
successful ride . It is conceivable to this writer, that had Juan Flaco
not been successful, one of the following developments might have
occured. There is the possibility that Southern California might not
have been included in the Mexican Cession. Resistance there might
have caused the U.S. to settle for Northern California. Another possibility is that with the passage of time, a major effort with great
loss of life mght have been required to recapture the Southland. The
fact that reconquest was accomplished quickly and with little loss
of life is perhaps the greatest testimony to the importance of Juan's
ride.
Our hero's whereabouts between January 1847 and 1851 are unknown. He might have been moving toward Northern California
taking odd jobs along the way. It is hard to believe that he was not
drawn to the Mother Lode during the Gold Rush, but no evidence
exists that he was. Nevertheless, just five years after the daring
ride, Juan found himself in Stockton looking for a job. He was
about 52 years of age. He lived in Stockton during the last eight
years of his life, and was employed as a vacquero and caretaker
on the ranch of Edward W. Howison for a part of that time. Howison, the county clerk, acquired a 60 acre ranch northeast of Stock-
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drawing of Flaco by Mrs. Ethelyn Wood
ton in 1853 and sold it, in 1861, to the Stockton Rural Cemetery
Association. Juan probably lived and worked from 1853 until his
death in 1859 on this ranch. The exact location of his home is not
known, but it probably was located on the southwest corner of the
property or on the adjacent land owned then by E. Holden, which
was also later sold to the cemetery. Probably just west of the
present site of the Casa Bonita Mausoleum, Juan Flaco lived out
his final years. 27
The man that had been described as a ". . . lean and sinewy
person . . . a man of great energy and wonderful powers of endurance . . ." was described in 1858 by the editor of the San
Joaquin Republican as " ... now enfeebled by hardships and exposure, possessing nothing to remind him of his active life and
extraordinary efforts but a rheumatic frame and broken constitution."~ s The man who began his long and exciting journey a continent away in Karlskrona, ended it in Stockton on December 10,
1859. The lengthy obituary which appeared in the Stockton newspaper was entitled : "Death of an Extraordinary Character."29
He was buried in the Citizen's Cemetery which occupied a portion of the city block bounded by Union, Weber, Pilgrim, and
Main Streets. Since complete records of the burials in the cemetery
do not exist, the location of his grave is unknown. Ravages of total
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neglect plus grass fires destroyed the wooden headboards and
other identifications of grave locations. A new Rural Cemetery was
established in 1861, and removals were made from the Citizen's
Cemetery to the new cemetery between 1862 and 1870, but there
are no records showing the removal of the remains of Juan Flaco. 3 0
The old Citizen's Cemetery was abandoned in 1891 and buildings
quickly began to be erected on the block. Juan's body remained in
an unmarked and abandoned grave. The life of this traveler, adventurer, and soldier was over. The man who had seen Napoleon,
fought under Bolivar, escaped captivity to flee to California, fought
with and against Alvarado, and played a critical role in the American conquest of California was all but forgotten .
Juan Flaco, however, no longer remains forgotten . The number
of articles and stories about him continue to grow. He has been
the subject of the artist and the poet. In April 1943, the Calship
yards floated a Liberty Ship, named Juan Flaco:H He is heralded
in song as the subject of a folksong by the New Christy Minstrels
entitled "El Camino Real."'12 And at long last a monument has
been placed on the grave site commemorating the famous ride.
Juan Flaco's life adds meaning to those who cherish our history.
For in the sense that the United States is a nation of immigrants,
in the sense that Americans have found themselves time and again
fighting for freedom and independence, and in the sense that a
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From left to right: Arnold Rue, Mayor of the City of Stockton,
California; Mrs. Covert Martin; Michael Canlis, Sheriff of San
Joaquin County; Mrs. R. Coke Wood; The Author, Bill Dofflemyer.
spirit of adventure and daring characterizes our history, this lean
Swede, this soldier of fortune and veteran of countless battles,
personifies the spirit of America. He probably said it best himself
when he signed his name to his narrative as "Juan Brown, A
Native of Sweden and a true American."3 3
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Correspondence with Glenn A. Kennedy, Secretary, Stockton Rural
Cemetery Association, April 22, 1969.
Roberts and Thrope, op. cit., p. 26.
"El Camino Real" appears on record album Land of Giants by the New
Christy Minstrels, Colombia Record Co., Inc.
Brown, Joe. cit.

William Dofflemyer, delivering his paper at the dedicaton of the
Flaco plaque on September 13, 1969 in Stockton, California, at
the site, Corner of Weber and Union Sts'. All photos in this article
courtesy of the author.
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David S. Terry, photo taken in San Francisco by William Shaw.
Courtesy of Pioneer Museum and Haggin Galleries, Stockton,
California.
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Lathrop's Secret Witness
RicHARD

H.

DILLON

One of the classic homicides of violence-prone 19th Century
California occurred in the sleepy small town of Lathrop, near
Stockton, early in the morning of August 14, 1889. The site of the
shooting was the railroad restaurant of the tank-town; the victim
was the famous and sometimes notorious Judge David S. Terry.
His Honor was shot to death by David Neagle, bodyguard to another justice, Judge Stephen J. Field. The bloody affray, briefly,
put the junction point on the map where, earlier, it had been
known largely to perusers of the Southern Pacific Railroad's
time-tables.
The tragedy took place largely because of Terry's terrible temper
and it constituted the last act of a drama revolving around a long,
tangled and shabby lawsuit. The truculent Southerner, born in
Kentucky in 1823, was not only an attorney for plaintiff Sarah
Althea Hill in the sensational William Sharon divorce case
("divorce" if the two had been married, at all) but became her
husband, to boot. The trial court's decree was in favor of Sarah,
although many thought her an adventuress using her late station
as mistress to the tycoon in order to mulct him of his fortune.
Even though Mammy Pleasant was supposed to have put her up
to the suit and although the judge found that the case "reeked
with perjury" 1- on both sides- Sarah won the rirst round of the
legal battle. The California Supreme Court at frrs-t approved this
decree but later reversed itself and a federal court decision held
that Sarah's documents, upon which she based her claim as a
common-law wife, were fraudulent.
·
When Justice Field of the United States Circuit Court announced the decision against Sarah Terry, it provoked an angry
outburst from her and she had to be removed from the courtroom,
kicking and screaming epithets. Seeing his wife being hauled off,
Terry struck a U.S. Marshal in the face, breaking one of the
latter's teeth, and drew his bowie knife. Bandishing the knife,
Terry attempted to force his way through the crowd and follow
his wife. Although four men seized him and one put a pistol to

his head and threatened to use it, Terry, "a man of well proportioned, massive frame," 2 continued to rage and struggle. One of
the first to seize him was small and wiry Dave Neagle, Deputy
U. S. Marshal. He got hold of the bowie knife's handle and began
to draw it through Terry's hand. Terry then let go, in fear of
being cut. 8 In his later petition for revocation of his order of imprisonment, Terry swore that he had not attempted to draw any
deadly weapon, then immediately contradicted himself by describing the weapon he had not drawn as being not a bowie
knife with a five-inch blade (which it was), but as "a small sheath
knife." Naturally, Judge Field denied this petition on September
17, 1888,4 thereby incurring even more of the Southerner's wrath.
All of Judge Terry's legal maneuvers, including an appeal to
Grover Cleveland for a presidential pardon, failed. Both man and
wife served their jail sentences. After his release, on March 3,
1889, Terry and his wife continued their threats to kill Field if
the latter dared to remain in California. But the federal judge did
not scare easily. Said Field, "I cannot and will not allow threats
of personal violence to deter me from the regular performance of
my judicial duties at the times and places fixed by law. As a
judge of the highest court of the country, I should be ashamed
to look any man in the face if I allowed a ruffian, by threats
against my person, to keep me from holding the regular courts
in my circuit . . . .5 Advised to carry a pistol for self-protection,
Field refused, saying, "No, sir! I will not carry arms, for when
it is known that the judges of our courts are compelled to arm
themselves against assaults in consequence of their judicial action,
it will be time to dissolve the courts, consider government a
failure, and let society lapse into barbarism." 6
Field's courage was laudable but he was wise enough to,
accept the bodyguard pressed upon him by Attorney General
W. H. H. Miller. This was none other than the Deputy
Marshal who had disarmed Terry in Field's courtroom in September of 1888, David Neagle. Terry and Field did not cross paths
again until August 14, 1889. Then, as train passengers, they
chanced to meet by pure accident. The federal judge was on his
way hack to San Francisco from Los Angeles; the Terrys were
going to the City from their Fresno home. Since Neagle was a
dedicated and efficient lawman, he not only stuck to Judge Field
like a court-plaster, he also made a point of checking the station
platforms at each stop made by the 1:30 S.P. train out of Los
Angeles. At Fresno, he saw Terry and his wife boarding one of
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the cars and he hurriedly awakened Justice Field. The unruffled
Judge merely said, "Very well. I hope that they will have a good
sleep."7
Deputy Marshal Neagle's nerves allowed him no sleep that
night. At Merced, at 5:30 a.m., he told the conductor about
Terry's oft-repeated threats against Judge Field and asked him to
telegraph the constable at Lathrop to ask him to stand by, in case
there were trouble. When the Judge arose in order to be dressed
when the train should reach Lathrop, Neagle tried to persuade
him to eat on the train, saying, "Judge, you can get a good breakfast at the buffet on board." But Field demurred, answering, "I
prefer to have my breakfast at the station. I came down from
Yosemite Valley a few days ago and got a good breakfast there." 8
Neagle agreed to breakfast with him and both entered the dining
room among the first arrivals. They found fifteen tables arranged
in three rows. A minute or two later, Judge Terry and Sarah
entered. Field called their entrance to Neagle's attention but he
had already seen them. When Mrs. Terry saw the two men, she
halted, scowled and hurried outside. (She went to get her satchel,
which contained her trusty pistol, it was later found. She habitually carried a .41 and often brandished it "in cowboy fashion." 9 )
Terry took his seat but, shortly, got up. Field thought that he
was going outside to rejoin his wife. Instead, Terry entered the
aisle behind Field and, without warning, stopped and struck him
a vicious blow in the face from behind. He followed it with another powerful blow to the head. Neagle jumped to his feet and,
putting himself between the two men, shouted, "Stop! Stop! I am
an officer!" But Terry, readying another punch, apparently recognized Neagle as the deputy who had disarmed him, and reached
inside his coat. The left-handed Neagle, not wanting to wrestle
with the burly Terry for the bowie knife again, drew his pistol
and, holding the barrel with his right hand so that the Judge
could not tear it away from him, snapped off two hurried shots.
The first ball penetrated Terry's body. The second caught him in
the head. As the Judge sank to the floor, Field and Neagle
identified themselves to the witnesses to the affair. When Sarah
returned, she threw herself upon her husband's body in grief
(and, claimed some, to collect and hide the bowie knife), shouting for Field to be lynched for the murder of her unarmed husband. If Terry were unarmed, it would be a "first" for him. He was
a violent man who, long before flourishing his bowie knife in
Field's court, had stabbed Vigilante Sterling Hopkins in a fight
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The Lone Star Mill near Clements, California owned by David S.

Terry. Photo courtesy Pioneer Museum and Haggin Galleries,
Stockton, California.
and who had killed David Broderick in a duel. But the bowie
knife was not found, although Sarah's hag and pistol were seized. 10
Neagle and Field were both arrested. The latter was soon released, the former after a longer delay, of course. The shooting
was judged to have been a case of justifiable homicide by the
Deputy Marshal in the performance of his duties- protecting Field
from the long-threatened attack of Terry. Terry had many friends
and was the subject of laudatory obsequies by the bars of Stockton
and Fresno. (Even Broderick, whom he killed, had said of him,
"He is the only honest judge on the Supreme bench."11 ) But, in
spite of this, and the apologium which Edwin G. Waite wrote
about Terry in the Overland Monthly, the public did not shift
responsibility for the killing away from its victim, a "foiled,
angered and disappointed man."12
Over the years, there has been little partisanship for Terry or
attempts to overturn the judgments of courts and public in 1889that Terry got just about what he was asking for . But, today, we
can at least add one more grain of evidence to the mass of it
which tends to release Field and Neagle of responsibility for the
fight and shooting. This is because a manuscript has turned up
in the collections of the Sutro Library, the San Francisco branch
of the California State Library. It is a personal letter, dated August
18, 1889, at Tacoma, Washington, and addressed by R. J. Brough-
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ton to his wife. The writer, staying at Gandolfo and Mcintyre's
fine four-story Gandolfo Hotel ("Headquarters For Traveling
Men"), was a secret witness to the homicide at Lathrop. Moreover, he placed the blame for the affair squarely on Terry.
But how credible was this mute witness's testimony? Just who
was J. R. Broughton?
Robert John Broughton was nothing less than Sheriff of Santa
Barbara County. Born in County Galway, Ireland, on September
19, 1847, he had arrived in Santa Barbara in May of 1867 as a
sailor. Robert had begun his seafaring career when he was only
13-years old, following the sea legs of his father, Coleman R.
Broughton, and his uncles, all of whom were sea captains. But he
had swallowed the anchor after seeing the lovely California coast
and he became a landsman, for good. Landing at Santa Barbara,
he went inland to work on a ranch in the Santa Ynez
Valley. Shortly, he settled down at Las Cruces as a merchant.
This little hamlet, named for big (two Spanish leagues- 9,000acre) Rancho Las Cruces, was about three and a half miles from
the Gaviota Wharf, about a mile from Las Cruces Hot Springs,
eighteen miles from Lompoc, and forty-two miles from Santa
Barbara. Broughton was soon one of the settlement's leading
citizens. Small wonder; there were only about four Spanish-speaking California families residing there, plus one English-speaking
family . The Irishman became Las Cruces's only storekeeper and
hotel keeper, and its postmaster for about six years. He was naturalized an American citizen by the District Court in Santa Barbara
on October 23, 1872, and his name appeared thereafter in the
County's Great Register of Voters.
Perhaps Broughton tired of small-town life. As late as 1890,
Las Cruces was still only a post office, a general store, and a
half-dozen other buildings which included a smithy and a schoolhouse. He ran for sheriff of Santa Barbara County and was elected
in 1882. He still held the office when Mrs. Yda Addis Storke
wrote her history of the county in 1891. The local historian was
very high on Broughton's character and considered him a good
sheriff. In fact, she stated, "He has proven one of the most
efficient and popular officers this county has ever had."13
Because of Broughton's stature and community standing, his
brief statement on the Lathrop tragedy cannot be ignored, even
if the peace officer was guilty of most unprofessional conduct in
not making his presence known at the scene of the shooting. He
did not want to be inconvenienced and delayed, so he slipped

27

i

The Residence of Judge David S. Terry, Stockton, California.
Photo courtesy of the Pioneer Museum and Haggin Galleries.
away, unrecognized, to perform an official duty- the extradition
of a prisoner from Washington Territory. After almost eighty
years, a "new" eyewitness account of the death of Judge Terry
has come to light in the form of an unpublished and long-

treasured letter given to Sutro Library by William A. Boekel:
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"Aug. 18th 1889
My Dear Wife:
I got here [Tacoma] last night from Olympia, the Capital, where I have
to go and see the Governor to get my warrant, and no boats running to
Whatcom, I stayed here and will go to Seattle tonight and on to Whatcom
where I will get tomorrow morning and return during the night. I will try
and get a steamer back, as it is a very long road on the cars. I had dinner
last night with Mr. and Mrs. Todd. They live here.
I had to get out of Sacramento as quiet as possible as I was sitting opposite Judge Field when Terry made the assault on him and I held Sarah
Althea while the Hotel man took her satchel from her. I straightened out
Judge Terry after he was shot. I was the only one that stayed in the dining
room after the shooting and I told Field and Neagle to go to the sleeping
cars. It was Terry's fault, no matter what they say. I kept clear of newspapermen and no one knew me so I got away without being detained as
a witness. There was a great deal of excitement at the time of the shooting.
I hope you are improving in health as it is the only thing I think of. I am
feeling well or a good deal better. I hope everything is going all right. It
has been raining here for the last 2 days and there is plenty of mud. I will
telegraph when I leave Seattle for home.
I remain, dear wife, your
fond husband, R. J. Broughton""
*Note : The only liberty taken with this document by its editor has been the correction of
common words misspelled by the rather untutored Sheriff. R.H. D.
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NEW LIFE FOR SPERRY BUILDING
RAYMOND

w.

HILLMAN

Two young men have been working evenings and weekends
enhancing the beauty of an historic Stockton building. The Sperry
building, constructed almost eighty years ago as the office of the
Sperry Flour Mills, was the subject of an elaborate campaign a
little over a year ago; the efforts of the Sperry Building Restoration committee were described in the Fall, 1968, Pacific Historian .
The committee failed in its efforts to purchase the building.
However, interest was aroused with Stockton attorneys Jerry
Sherwin and Thomas Zuckerman. They soon started making plans
for the building. These two men, both graduates of the University
of California School of Law, have just resigned positions at the
county council office and have established their own law firm,
Sherwin and Zuckerman.
The red brick building is owned by Mr. and Mrs. Newton Cope
of San Francisco. Mr. Cope has had major work done on the
exterior of the building, mainly, repair of the roof and painting
of the wooden trim. Mr. Cope also owns the popular and successful Firehouse No. 1 in the historic west end of Sacramento; his
wife, the former Dolly Fritz, is prominent in San Francisco social
circles.
Jerry Sherwin and Thomas Zuckerman have a lease on the building with an option to buy. Their new law firm occupies most of
the spacious building. Work has been done in most of the rooms
including painting and minor repairs. The biggest jobs were done
in one small office and the former main office. Wall board was
taken down in the main office and all the crumbling plaster removed to expose the solid brick work which is a major feature of
the building. This brick has been thoroughly cleaned and helps
create an attractive atmosphere. The offices and library will be
furnished with as much old time office furniture as can be located.
The Sperry Building is a long way from its neglected state of
June, 1968, when the only attention given it was approval of a
demolition permit. Thanks to the Sperry Building Committee, Mr.
and Mrs. Newton Cope and two young lawyers who have preserved something of the past in their aspirations for the future,a grand old building has new usefulness.
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L. Jerry Sherwin - R. Thomas Zukerman

Sperry Office ca. 1910. The intersection of East Weber and Madison
is shown in this view.
Both photos courtesy of the author.
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Way Out In Bodie
LEE WISE

Lonely, sun bleached, and bleak, near the Nevada-California
state lines stand over 150 buildings, the remains of the once
properous, wild, and lusty town of Bodie, located in Mono County
and surrounded by tall, snow capped mountains on the west and
rolling hills on t:he north, east, and south.
In 1852, gold was discovered near Bodie by a group of United
States soldiers while searching for some Yosemite Indians. Soon
prospectors wene coming into the area. Among them was Waterman Bodey who found gold near the present townsite. He came
to California on the sloop "Mathew Vassar" in 1848. He had lived
in Poughkeepsie, New York, and had left there a wife and six
children.
In the summer of 1859, a group of prospectors made up of
Bodey, Garraty, Doyle, Taylor, and Brodigan crossed Sonora Pass
to test the Mono possibilities. 1 On their way back towards the
Sierras, they dug into some Placer ground in a gulch on the east
side of Silver Hill, a hole marked hill just above Bodie, and having
some luck the partners remained in the area and prepared to work
their claims.
The mining prospects looked so good that the four men built a
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The Hoover House, Bodie, California., President Hoover's brother
lived here while he was Superintendent of Standard Mill and Mine
in the early 1900's.
cabin near a bubbling spring of fresh, clear, cold water. This
spring was later named Pearson Spring. 2
By November, 1859, Taylor and Bodey who were now mmmg
the area by themselves were in need of supplies for the winter.
The two men set out on foot for the nearest community, Monoville. While returning they were caught in one of the areas severe
winter blizzards, losing their trail back to the cabin. Under the
weights of their packs and their ~truggle against the storm the
strength of the men began to ebb. Their packs were left in the
snow one by one. Bodey was dropping farther and farther behind
his companion who was now struggling in the deep snow, trying
to keep going. Finally he had to leave Bodey, who was unable to
struggle further. Taylor's only chance of saving them both was to
find the cabin and return for his friend . Giving Bodey as much
protection as possible he fought against the storm and finally
found the cabin. After building a fire and putting on dry clothes
Taylor went back · for his companion. He searched the area in
vain. The fierce blowing winds and blinding snow had succeeded
in covering any tell tale traces of Bodey. Taylor found the body
of his friend when the snows melted in spring but only after the
hungry coyotes . had discovered it. He buried Bodey where he
found him, marking the grave with a large stone.
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The remains of Bodey laid almost unnoticed and forgotten until
1879. With prosperity coming to the gulch and over ten thousand
people now calling Bodie their home a new interest came alive
for the founder of their town. By now the spelling had somehow
been changed and the grave of W . S. Bodey had been found by
Judge Me Clinton some years earlier. People of the town wanted
their founder's bones moved to town and given a Christian buriaL
The following article appeared in the Bodie Free Press of
November 3, 1879; Last Monday a company of citizens headed by

Joseph Wasson went to the grave of the old prospector, about a
mile from town, and had the remains taken from that place where
they had rested for twenty years, and brought to town. Since that
time they had been the posession of Dr. Davison.
It was concluded that the remains should receive a Christian
burial in the town cemetery. The remains were placed in a handsome coffin about five feet long covered with black cloth and
decorated with neat ornaments. On the lid was a silver plate
having the inscription:
IN MEMORIAM
W. S. BODEY
1879

During the day the casket was brought to the Masonic Hall
and deposited in the center of the room. A large number of citizens
visited the hall and looked on what was scarcely a shadow of the
pathfinder. It was announced that three o'clock was the hour for
the procession to move from the hall to the grave. Long before
that time the sidewalks of King St. were crowded with people.
At 2:30 P.M., the lid was placed on the coffin and taken to the
waiting hearse. While the procession moved up Main St. the fire
bell rang out in solemn tones. The sidewalks were densely packed,
the flags were displayed at half mast, and the town presented a
sorrowful appearance.
The grave is on the west side of the cemetary and the ground
donated is about 15 ft. square. A large crowd was at the open
grave. In a buggy close to the grave sat Clarance Brodegan, one
of old Bodey's companions in the memorable prospecting trip.
After the coffin was lowered into the grave a Mr. Jackson, President of the Pioneers, introduced the Rev. Fergusson who delivered
the address.
The following day, the Bodie Free Press ran an article on "Bill
34

Bodie's Bones - How They Were Viewed and Commented Upon
Yesterday." The article had the following to say: Ever since the
bones of Bodey had been unearthed they had been the subfect of
curiosity and comment by nearly every resident in Bodie. Y esterday afternoon as they lay in their miniature coffin they were
closely examined by a large number of people of all classes. The
skull which had been carefully cleaned and polished up like a
billiard ball, could be taken up by a miner and closely examined
as if it were a piece of quartz from some new discovery. At the
same time a lawyer would have the old prospectors show up, taking it in from all its bearings, "He must have been a young man,"
remarked one individual as he looked at a row of well preserved
teeth. "A man is not like a horse," remarked a bar-keep, "you can't
tell by his faw." "He was a man of firmness," remarked a carpenter, "You can see the bump is very prominent," pointing to the
part of the skull, which, by the way, was a little raised, caused by

Freight team near Bodie, 1914
all pictures courtesy of the author
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the earth adhering and petrifying. "I knew Bodey intimately for
two years," said an old timer from Tuolumne, as he picked up

two or three of his ribs, "and he never drank a drop." "That accounts for his bones being so well preserved," replied a mine
superintendent who had the left hip bone in his hand. And thus
the conversation went on; lawyers, doctors, and miners all examining the remains as though they were a quantity of good pay ore
from the Bodie Mine.
From way out in Bodie comes a letter from the Rev. F. M.
Warrington to Mrs. Thomas D . Penfield regarding her son in
Bodie. Dated January 25, 1881 it reads;
Dear Madam;
Your communication of 10" ultimatly came to hand. I proposed being
more prompt with a reply, but the multiplied duties of a minister in such
a field as this have caused the delay.
You will know that I was not greatly surprised in your addressing one
of the kind I have received from an anxious mother. Only yesterday I
answered one to which my reply was not, and could not be, so welcome
as this. The party inquired for was what, in the phraseology of this coast,
is termed a "hoodlum", in plain Anglo Saxon, a ruffian. I have a letter
report of your son, not that I can give a full account of him, for I have not
had opportunity to learn; but he has been present at some of my services,
and says he comes when he can. His address is that of a gentleman, and I
understand he gives his employers satisfaction by faithful service. From his
reception of me and my assistant Sunday School Supt., whom I introduced
to him, I am disposed to think he is not adverse to good influences. At the
same time I do not wonder that you tremble when you think of his surroundings, "a sea of sin," lashed by the tempests of lust and passion. Such
dissipation as is indulged in here, you never have read in books. No man
can write it. Let me give you the table of contents for last weeks chapter
in Bodie. On Monday morning a man was lynched for shooting another in
cold blood the week before . On Friday two men grappled each other until
one dropped dead, and the other has been expected to breathe his last each
hour since. Fill that out with what you must know accompanies it and you
have one week. But for your comfort I must say that no man is in such
dangers, except by his own choosing. Respectable citizens feel as safe as
in our well regulated cities, and I think your son is one of that number.
Advise him to attend our Sunday School and preaching services. I will befriend him as I can.
Respectfully
Rev. F. M. Warrington

By 1877, after the big boom days of the 50's and 60's and before the success of the Standard Mine resulting in the rush of
1878, the population of Bodie had dwindled down to about 1,500
people, about six hundred of whom were out of employment, and
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of which latter number not over two hundred fifty would work
could they find work to do . There was in the town at this time
seventeen saloons, five stores, two livery stables, six restaurants,
one newspaper, four barber shops, two butcher shops, one fruit
store, one tin shop, one jewelry store, one saddle shop, two drug
stores, three doctors, four lawyers, a post office, and express office,
fifteen houses of prostitution, one bakery, two blacksmiths, two
lumber yards, two daily stage lines, the usual secret societies, and
a miners union . Lots sold for from $100 to $1,000. Lumber sells
for $70 to $100 per thousand feet.
Bodie was not through yet as a gold producing town. There
was to be other brief reproductive flares before the last flickers
of prosperity.
1
2

Sierra Bulletin, 1928, Vol., 13, p. 50.
Ell M. Cain, The Story of Bodie, Fearn Publishers 1956, p. 2.

Bodie, California in the late 1800's
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THE MIWOKS OF CALIFORNIA
JANET GooDRUM

The great Central Valley of California, the land of the bountifull oak tree, used to be the country owned by the Miwoks. "We
were the largest tribe of Indian people in the United States and
covered what is now 11 or 12 counties," said Miwok Chief Fuller.
The Indian population numbered about 50,000 people.
When the Miwoks owned the Central Valley their economy was
based on the land which provided for their needs. They harvested
the acorns, buckeyes, pepperwood nuts, seeds, berries, wild potatoes, and onions. They caught abalone, mussels, fish, seals, and sea
lions from the ocean. In the mountains they hunted the deer.
The people moved about as the seasons required the changes for

harvesting, hunting, and preparation and storage of foods . Acorns
were the staple food in California, feeding 14 of the Indian population. A family could consume from 1 to 2 thousand pounds of
acorns a year. This industry of processing, gathering, and preparing the acorns for cooking was carried out almost solely by the
Indian women. ·when the harvest was completed in the fall, it was
the custom of the Miwoks to have a celebration called the Acorn
Festival, a formal ceremony of thankfulness for their harvest and
wishing of good luck for all.
Boundaries of the land were defined. They did not encroach on
each other's territories. The land of Miwoks extended into parts
of the Sierra Nevada Mountains, south to the Fresno River, westward down the plains of the San Joaquin and Sacramento Valley
with sections on both sides of the Sacramento River, on westward
to Pleasanton and Fremont with a part of the coast of Marin
Country, and northward to parts of Lake County. Their neighbors
were the Washoe, Yokuts, Maidu, Wintu, and the Pit River Indians.
They were also friendly with the Piutes. The Central Valley was
relatively untouched by the European Americans until gold was
discovered in 1849.
In 1579 a Miwok Chief gave Sir Francis Drake a grant of land
when he stopped at Point Reyes in Marin County in his ship the
"Golden Hinde" on his way to Asia. In 1772 Pedro Fages led an
expedition into the Central Valley. Jedediah Smith penetrated the
Central Valley in 1828 and John Fremont came later in 1844.
As soon as the gold seekers arrived the Indians were driven
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Miwok Village, courtesy of the
State of California Department of Parks and Recreation

•

Miwok Village deorama, Yosemite National Park, courtesy of the
Department of Parks and Recreation, State of California
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from their homes. Their villages were burned and they were
hunted down and massacred in great numbers. Those who escaped
suffered a great deal. Most of them died of starvation. What food
they had was deliberately burned or destroyed. Their seasonal
harvesting was disrupted because their lands were taken from
them. They took refuge in caves or wherever possible and ate what
they could find . Their normal way of life was over. To survive
they had to learn the ways of the European Americans.
One of the outstanding Indian leaders of the later years was
Chief William Fuller of the Miwoks. There was a great need for
an understanding, intelligent, and competent man to look after the
Indian people who were trying to survive. They had to adjust to
a new order, strange and harsh. In generations to come the role
Chief Fuller played in the survival of the California Indian will
be better understood and appreciated. He had great forsight . He
worked diligently on Indian affairs and rights for all California
Indians all his life. He made personal sacrifices and surmounted
all discouragements without complaints, serving his people to the
end of his life. He was a man one could look to with pride and
admiration. Chief Fuller was born on April 17, 1873, at Haugiwije
Village, now known as Burst Rock. He became chief of his people
when he was 15 years old. In 1951 Mr. Charles Dunlap and I
met with Chief Fuller at the Cherokee Rancheria near Tuolume,
which he had obtained for his people from the government. He
told us many things about his life.
He told the history of his family. He said, "My mother was
Chilean. Her name was Jenita. Her mother was full blooded
Indian. My father was German and Irish. My mother never wanted
me to admit that I was part white. My mother's half brother was
Charlie Maximo. When he was born his father was Chief of the
Miwoks. Charlie's father, the Chief, was born at Lockeford and
Clements area. When Charlie was born here the Indian people
held a big celebration." In 1840 the Chief of the Miwoks was
Putne, Chief Fuller's grandfather's brother. He was Chief when
the Piutes retialiated on the Miwoks for an attack on some of
their hunters . There was a large encounter near Stoddard Springs.
Many Miwoks were killed. Chief Fuller's mother was only twelve
at this time but managed to escape.
Eventually the white people chased the Indian people out of
the Lockeford, Clements area. The Indians moved to Comanche
and then to Buena Vista. Finally, Maria, Oharlie Maximo's father's
wife, went to the Boss at Grant and told him she was tired of
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moving around. She said, she wanted a place to live the rest of
her life, a pretty place with a spring where she could raise her
children. They were given 40 acres in Jackson Valley. The Boss
told Maria to choose any place in Jackson Valley. She did. The
Boss told her they could do anything they wanted to with the
land. No one could chase them off. They did not have to pay taxes,
but they had to buy a license to hunt. It was not a reservation.
Charles Maximo and Acey Me Cauley, his nephew, the present
living heirs, have allowed other Indians to come and settle there .

•

Chief Fuller with Marie Potts of Sacramento
photo courtesy of Charles Dunlap Foundation
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This was generosity and good will on their part. This land was
granted to the Moximo's in 1899. They built two round houses,
one was to keep the groceries and one to live in. "One has got to
be a big man to live like that," Chief Fuller remarked.
"My mother had a desire before she died in 1900. She said, 'My
dear son I tried to raise you as a man and wanted you to be a
leader of all tribes of all of California. All people admire you.'
The first meetings concerning this matter were held at my place at
Twain Harte. I had a five hundred acre ranch there. This meant
I would have to give up my ranch and take care of the Indians.
I succeeded in getting the help of Dr. Hart Merriam in 1923.
"I first met Dr. Hart Merriam when I was 26 years old. He was
a phrenologist from Washington D. C. I worked with him. We met
at different locations and I helped him. Then we worked with
another man from Washington D. C. on school interests for the
Indians . Finally we gave up as we were not paid enough. There
was a great need for someone to help the Indians. Dr. Merriam
knew the desire of my mother. He asked me to follow her wishes
for the Indians. He went to Washington D . C. and wrote me a
note asking me what I wanted for the Indians. I wrote to all the
different tribes and wrote up what we wanted. I sent the informa42
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tion to Dr. Merriam. He promised to get as much money as he
could from Teddy Roosevelt for the Indians of California. We received $360,000. This was for all the Indians of California. It was
deposited in a fund. Land was also given in grants that could not
be sold as it belonged to the government to be given back in a
certain number of years. My people got the land of the Cherokee
Rancheria near Tuolume. I came here 17 years ago ( 1934) . I sold
my ranch at Twain Harte and came to help the Indians.
"After I came we had much trouble with poor white trash
trouble makers, bringing whisky. The older people could not work.
The agent did not receive a salary so he was looking out for himself, and not passing out the clothes to the Indian people, only to
one family. I built other peoples' houses. I worked on legal affairs
for the Indians. I was asked to go to Washington D. C. to lobby
for the Indian Affairs. My expenses were to be paid. They never
did pay me. I had to pay them myself. Governor Warren requested
me to work on an exhibit for the State Fair. The booth was
blocked by politics and no money was appropriated. The secretary
of the Federated Indians, Marie Potts, helped me very much."
Chief Fuller served as Chairman of the Federated Indians of
California. The Indians organized this group to make the Federal
Government pay for the lands taken from them. The California
Indian Land Claim was settled in 1968. The Government has
granted 29,000,000 dollars to the California Indians. This money
was based on payment of fifty cents an acre. The money is being
held in a trust fund and not to be distributed till all the Indian
rolls are completed this year. Chief Fuller appeared in Washington D . C. and San Francisco several times before Congressional
Committees on Indian Affairs. He said, "Finally I washed my
hands of the politics and racketeers."
Chief Fuller was widely known for his accurate weather predictions. He knew the signs of nature. He said, "The Indians used
to say that I was like a church mouse because I could almost
understand what other Indian tribes were saying." The Miwok
alphabet was similar to the Mendocino and Modoc. "We never had
bad words in our alphabet. I do not admire bad words. We like
straight talk . .. no split talk." Chief Fuller raised his granddaughter. He had a little private joke. People often asked him what
Indian words he knew. He would quickly reply that he only knew
one Indian word, "skookum" which means good. Due to his efforts
Columbia University recorded the Miwok language before it was
lost. He did much to preserve the old ways, histories, and tradi43

tions. He encouraged dance groups and always tried to interest
young people in their heritage. He spent most of his own money
assisting his own tribe and other Indians in California. In 1937
_he proclaimed the nullification of the grant of California land to
the British Crown given to Sir Francis Drake in 1579. Chief Fuller
died in 1958.
Senator Teale on January 15, 1959, introduced a resolution
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Chief Fuller. Photo given to Mrs. Goodrum and to
Mr. Dunlap when they interviewed him
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passed by the senate of the State of California to honor him.
"NOW THEREFORE BE IT RESOLVED THAT THE MEMBERS OF THIS HOUSE hereby express their sincere grief at the
passing of the most distinguished 1uztive son, this extraordinary
leader of his people, and this very renowned, popular, and beloved
Indian, Chief William Fuller of the Miwok Indian Tribe."
Chief Fuller pioneered the way for future generations and his
long and patient work brought results. At Tuolume his son, Chief
Richard Fuller is carrying on the work. His granddaughter Viola
Wessler, is active in Indians affairs at Tuolume. In 1965 the old
round house that burned at Tuolume was rebuilt under the leadership of Chief Richard Fuller with the help of the Miwok Historians, members of the Tuolume Rancheria, and surrounding friends .
It was rebuilt as close to the old traditional form as possible. A
museum was also built. The Acorn Festival is celebrated every
fall in the traditional way and is open to the public. This year
the celebration was held September 13, 1969. Dance Director
William Franklin ( Miwok) was in charge of the dancing.
In 1968 the California State Legislature voted to observe
California Indian Day in the schools ... a wish long desired by

The Chause State Historical Monument
The Indian Grindng Rock
courtesy of the State of California
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the Indians. These formal ceremonies were held on Friday, September 26, 1969 at Capitol Park at the memorial tree planted last year.
Saturday the 27th, the Indians held an informal celebration at
Chawse Sate Historical Monument located between Pine Grove and
Volcano. Chawse means mortar cups in Miwok and is pronounced
cho-se. Once there was an Indian Village located here. Now all
that remains are the chawse. There are 1185 mortar cups in the
large slab of limestone about 173 feet long and 82 feet wide. The
Indian women made these chawse in the rock for pulverizing their
acorns and other seeds. Parts of the rock are shaded by oak trees.
The rock is located in a grove of magnificant oak trees hundreds
of years old. This is one of the outstanding exhibits in the western
United States. On the southwest side of the rock are written some
363 petroglyphs. Limestone is very soft and time has faded some
of the pictures. In the morning when the sun shines brightly the
pictures can be seen most distinctly.
At present the park has facilities for picnicking and camping.
It is hoped future plans will include trail-side exhib~ts on the use
of the oak tree and grinding rocks, a speaker system story on acorn
processing for eating, an old traditional sunken dance house with
live exhibitions, and a round house museum with an authentic
Indian village. It is desired that the Indians advise and assist in
the construction of the buildings and writing of the histories for
the State of California Department of Parks and Recreation. This
will be a living tribute to the Miwok people and their civilization
in their country.

drawing by
Marsha Hale
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WILLIAM H. EMORY
AND THE MEXICAN SURVEY
ODIE
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B.

FAULK

In the Gulf of Mexico off the coast of Texas the night of September 18, 1854, was dark and stormy. A raging hurricane was sweeping the area, sinking many ships and flattening coastal towns.
Aboard the steamer Louisiana that night, bound for Indianola,
was the new United States Boundary Commissioner, Major William
H . Emory. The soldier not only was worried about his own safety
and that of his party, but also about the instruments that he
previously had shipped to the little Texas port. These, he knew,
were stacked on a dock at Indianola awaiting his arrival. The
captain of the Louisiana kept the vessel pointed into the wind,
riding the giant waves that threatened at any moment to swamp
his craft. Somehow he kept the Louisiana afloat during the long
hours of darkness, and morning brought some slackening of the
terrible winds.
When the Louisiana arrived at Matagorda Bay one week later,
Major Emory was greeted by a sight of appalling destruction. The
town of Matagorda had been leveled to the ground, and every
dock in the bay had been swept away- with one exception. Still
standing in the midst of the wreckage was the dock at Indianola
on which his instruments had been stored. In addition, Emory
found that the storm had improved the channel leading into
Matagorda Bay; it had forced the water out to sea at such a rapid
rate that the channel had been deepened two feet.
That the instruments of the Boundary Commission had not been
lost during the hurricane was an unusual stroke of good fortune
for Major Emory-but he was not a man who depended upon the
favors of Lady Luck. Instead, he relied on careful planning, based
on his knowledge of surveying and of acutal conditions in the
field, and on his selection of the right personnel. Emory was a
sound judge of character; the specialists he selected to collect and
compile information about the country along the international
boundary later would rise to the forefront of nineteenth-century
specialists. Even the soldiers who accompanied him were among
the best in the Army. Careful planning, extensive personal knowledge, and a wise selection of men- not luck- account for Emory's
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William Helmsley Emory
courtesy of Arizona Historical Society
success as a soldier, an engineer, and a diplomat who strongly influenced the course of Southwestern history.
William Hemsley Emory was born in Queen Annes County,
Maryland, on September 7, 1811, the son and grandson of patriots
who had fought in the Revolutionary War and would fight in the
war of 1812 respectively. He entered the United States Military
Academy at the age of fifteen and graduated with the Class of
1831. Accepting a commission as brevet second lieutenant, he was
assigned to the Fourth Artillery. During the next five years he saw
duty at Fort McHenry and Fort Severn, Maryland; at Charleston
Harbor, South Carolina, during the Nullification Controversy; at
Fort Hamilton and Fort Lafayette, New York; and in the war on
the Creek Indians during 1836. He resigned his commission on
September 30, 1836, at the invitation of the Secretary of War to
accept an appointment as an assistant United States civil engineer;
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this was done in order that he might be eligible for an appointment to the Corps of Topographical Engineers, then in the process
of being created. The Topographical Engineers was established as
a separate body in 1838, and on July 7 of that year Emory was
commissioned as a first lieutenant in the organization.
During the next eight years he was employed in various tasks.
From 1839 to 1842 he worked on harbor improvements along the
Delaware River; from 1842 to 1844 he served as an assistant in the
Topographical Bureau headquarters in Washington, D. C.; and
from 1844 to 1846 he was a principal assistant on the Northeastern
boundary survey between the United States and Canada. In the
latter capacity he received the high commendation of the British
Commissioner for his work in continuing the survey during the
winter months along the mountains separating the drainages of
the St. Lawrence and the Atlantic seaboard. Such employments
were an apprenticeship for the busy decade ahead.
With the outbreak of the Mexican War in 1846, Emory was assigned to the Army of the West, then being organized in Missouri
by Colonel, later Brigadier General, Stephen Watts Kearny. His
title was chief engineer, but in addition he served as acting assistant adjutant general for the command. His task as chief engineer
was to produce a report giving "some idea of the regions traversed," yet at the same time he was to "perform any military duty
which shall be assigned to you . ..." Kearny took Santa Fe and
New Mexico without firing a shot, then divided his command into
three parts, personally leading some one hundred dragoons over-

The Colorado River
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land to California. Emory went with this group, and at San
Pascual on December 6, 1846, he was placed in command of a
squad during that famous battle. 1 For his actions during that
engagement he was breveted a captain. The following month, as
the Army of the West overcame all remaining resistance in California, he participated in skirmishes at San Gabriel and the Plains
of the Mesa, for which he was breveted a major.
Out of his experiences with the Army of the West came his
N oies of a Military Reconnaissance from Fort Leavenworth, in
Missouri, to San Diego, in California, printed in 1848 by order of
Congress in an edition of ten thousand copies. The book immediately popularized the Southwest, for it contained far more than just
"some idea" of the area. With it came the finest maps ever made
to that time of the region, comments about the flora and fauna,
and estimates of the mineral wealth. 2
Following the conquest of California, Emory transferred to a
regiment of volunteers from Maryland and the District of Columbia, serving as a lieutenant colonel of volunteers at Vera Cruz and
Mexico City in the army led by General Winfield Scott. The days
of martial glory came to an end on February 2, 1848, however,
with the conclusion of the Treaty of Guadalupe Hidalgo. This
agreement settled the areas of difference between the two nations
and provided for a new boundary, which was to commence three
marine leagues from land in the Gulf of Mexico, proceed up the
deepest channel of the Rio Grande
. . . to the point where it strikes the southern boundary of New Mexico;
thence westwardly along the whole southern boundary of New Mexico
(which runs north of the town called Paso) to its western termination;
thence northward along the western line of New Mexico until it intersects
the first branch of River Gila .. . ;

then down the deepest channel of the Gila to its junction with
the Colorado River. On the California coast, the boundary was to
begin one marine league south of the port of San Diego and run
in a straight line to the junction of the Gila and Colorado. The
treaty further provided that each nation would appoint a boundary
commissioner and surveyor to run and mark the international line;
the record of their acts would then become a part of the treaty and
"have the same force as if it were inserted therein."3
Before leaving office on March of 1849, President James K. Polk
offered the office of Commissioner to Emory but on condition
that the soldier resign from the Army. Emory declined the offer,
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whereupon Polk appointed John B. Weller, a Democrat from Ohio,
the Boundary Commissioner, and Andrew B. Gray 4 of Texas the
Surveyor. Emory was made chief astronomer and commander of
the military escort. 5 The American Commission set out for California by way of Panama, which they found extremely crowded
with gold seekers bound for the newly discovered riches on the
West Coast. After troublesome delavs the Commission reached San
Diego where, according to Article 'v of the Treaty of Gaudalupe
Hidalgo, they met their Mexican counterparts, General Pedro
Garcia CondeG and Jose Salazar Larregui-1
The joint commission quickly agreed on the initial point of the
boundary south of San Diego. In the meantime a surveying party
under Lieutenant A. W. Whipple 8 had established the initial point
on the Colorado River; thus the survey was ready to proceed,
marking the line between Upper and Lower California. This activity, beginning in July of 1849, occurred during the change of administrations in Washington, D. C., however. The Whigs had assumed control in March of that year, and began harassing the
Democrat Weller by withholding funds for the survey. Unpaid
personnel of the American Commission began deserting for the
gold fields, and the activities of hostile Indians in the area further
hampered the work. In September word arrived that Weller had
been removed and the position of Commissioner had been offered
to John Charles Fremont. The Great Pathfinder at first accepted
the post, but resigned before actually assuming the office because
he was elected to the U. S. Senate from California. Just as the
Joint Boundary Commission adjourned in mid-February of 1850,
after agreeing to meet again in El Paso del Norte9 on the first
Monday in November that year, word arrived that Weller had
been removed as Commissioner.
To complete the survey of the line agreed upon as separating
Upper and Lower California, the government appointed Emory
temporary Commissioner to supervise the work on the Pacific
Coast. He and Surveyor Gray completed the work there despite
severe handicaps and hindrances, then made their way at personal
expense to Washington, arriving in the capital on November 4,
1850. Disgusted by what he thought the outrageous treatment he
had received at the hands of the government, Emory requested to
be relieved of further connection with the Boundary Commission. 10
Gray was ordered to resume his office with the Commission, then
in the field at El Paso del Norte.
After Fremont declined to serve as Boundary Commissioner, John
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Russell Bartlett, a New England Whig of scholarly inclinations,U
was appointed to the office. He was directed to proceed to El
Paso by the nearest route in order to arrive, if possible, by November 1. Unaccustomed to government service- and actually incompetent to direct such work- Bartlett proceeded to make blunder
after blunder. Political pressures led him to employ many workmen unsuited to the asks for which they were employed, workmen,
many of them the sons of prominent Whigs, who signed up only
for the adventure they thought they might find . Then in El Paso,
Bartlett was outmaneuvered at the conference table by General
Conde, who persuaded the American Commissioner to agree to a
boundary forty-two miles north of El Paso instead of the eight
miles indicated by the map accompanying the treaty. Not only did
Bartlett sign this agreement- usually called the Bartlett-Conde
Agreement- but he actually began surveying it. When Andrew B.
Gray finally arrived on the scene in the summer of 1851, he protested the agreement, stating that thereby the United States would
lose land actually belonging to it, land necessary for the building
of a transcontinental railroad. Whig administrators, anxious to protect one of their own appointees, first ordered Gray to sign the
agreement, then fired him from the Commission.12
In replacing Gray as Surveyor with the Boundary Commission,
Secretary of the Interior Alexander H. H . Stuart selected Major
Emory, naming him not only Surveyor but also chief astronomer.
Emory was given a copy of the order which Stuart had sent to
Gray regarding the signing of the Bartlett-Conde Agreement, and
he was told that if Gray had persisted in his refusal to ratify the
agreement that he, Emory, was to "sign the official documents . . .
which only require the signature of the surveyor to settle this important point." 13
Emory arrived at El Paso del Norte on November 25, 1851, to
take up his duties with the Boundary Commission. Once having
studied the relevant documents concerning the Bartlett-Conde
Agreement, he concluded that Gray's stand was the correct onethat Bartlett was trying to sign away six thousand square miles of
territory rightfully belonging to the United States. In order to
comply with his orders, however, he did sign the document, but
he appended a provision to his signature stating that the initial
point of the boundary as agreed upon was not the decision of the
Joint Commission, only that of the commissioners. To prevent any
possible misunderstanding of his signature on the document, Emory
obtained a statement from the Mexican Surveyor, Salazar, confirm52

ing that the compromise line was that "agreed upon by the two
commissioners, and nothing else." This proviso, Emory wrote,
allowed him to comply with his orders from Secretary Stuart, but
left the United States government free to repudiate the Bartlett-

Conde Agreement. 14
The surveying party at El Paso, which fell immediately under
the command of Emory, was disorganized and demoralized. Approximately one hundred employees of the Commission were idle
in the little town for lack of work. Emory reported to the Secretary
of the Interior that Bartlett was absent and that no one had any
definite knowledge of where he was or when he would be back. 1 G
Complaining of a lack of funds and a shortage of supplies, Emory
stated that because of the absence of the Commissioner he was
uncertain of his authority as Surveyor. The employees of the Commission, he wrote, were becoming mutinous because of the "long
absence of the commissioner from the work, and his unpardonable
neglect to furnish money for their payment." Some of the workers
had not been paid for eighteen months, a fact which Emory contrasted sarcastically with Bartlett's excursions to "the States of
Chihauhua and Sonora, and the Geysers of California . . . with
an equipage and corps of attendants . . . ." But he said that
nevertheless he would proceed with the survey of the Rio Grande.
He was as good as his word. He established astronomical observatories at Frontera, San Elizario, and Eagle Pass, erected a
supply depot at Presidio, and sent two surveying parties down the
river from Eagle Pass. To these actions he persuaded the Mexican
Surveyor Salazar to agree.l 6 Thus when Bartlett finally returned
from his jaunt west- that included side trips as far South as
Acapulco and as far north as San Francisco- he found Emory at
Ringgold Barracks ,only 241 miles from the mouth of the Rio
Grande. There, just before Christmas of 1852, the Commissioner
received the energetic Surveyor's report.
At this juncture, important dispatches arrived from Washington
notifying Bartlett that additional funds for the Boundary Commission were being withheld because of a proviso in the appropriations bill which Congress had passed in August of 1852_17 Since
1849 Congress from time to time had taken notice of the survey
because of the many complaints that had been lodged against
Bartlett by ex-members of the Commission. After his appointment
had been revoked by the \Vhig administration, John B. ·weller,
the first Commissioner, was elected to the United States Senate
from California, and from that vantage point he had been a severe
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critic of subsequent work. Others likewise had advanced charges
against Bartlett, who by the summer of 1852 stood accused of
making private use of government transportation, of unpardonable
mismanagement of public funds entrusted to him, of disregard for
the health, comfort, and safety of those under his direction, and of
general negligence. Such charges eventually led to a Senatorial investigation, and on July 26 that year the Secretary of the Interior
had delivered a full report with supporting documents on the
activities of the Commission. 18
As a result of this investigation, the Bartlett critics were able to
attach a restraining clause in the deficiency appropriation bill for
the fiscal year 1851-1852, which allocated $80,000 for the Boundary
Commission; this proviso stated that "nothing herein contained
shall be so construed as to sanction a departure from the point on
the Rio Grande north of the town called Paso, designated in the
said treaty."19 Then when the regular appropriation bill for the
fiscal year 1852-1853 was voted, Bartlett's critics were able to
insert a clause to that section of the act providing $125,000 for the
Boundary Commission making it impossible to spend any of the
money "until it shall be made to appear to the President of the
United States that the southern boundary is not established . . .
further north of the town called Paso than the [boundary] is laid
down in the map accompanying the Treaty of Guadalupe
Hidalgo. 20
The Secretary of the Interior had no recourse, after reading the
proviso to the appropriations bill, but to inform Bartlett that President Fillmore was forced to conclude that the money could not
legally be spent. Therefore the survey came to a halt. Bartlett sold
the field equipment and Commission's animals in San Antonio,
disbanded the crew in his employ, and retired from the field. He
returned to his home in Rhode Island where he penned his account
of the boundary survey under his directorship, entitling the twovolume work Personal Narrative of Exploration and Incidents in
Texas, New Mexico, California, Sonora, and Chihuahua, During
the Years 1850, '51, '52, and '53. 21 This was an explanation and
vindication of Bartlett's work as Boundary Commissioner, a biased
account; but its usefulness as a guidebook for Southwestern travelers and its careful descriptions of Southwestern characters make
it one of the most valuable works ever written about the region.
One of the first acts of the Democratic administration that took
office in March of 1853 was to send James Gadsden of South
Carolina to Mexico on what was to prove a successful mission.
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Gadsden negotiated the treaty that bears his name, an accord
that ended the tension that had built up between the United States
and Mexico because of he uncertain boundary and because of
other points of contention. It established a new boundary that,
when redrawn by the United States Senate, ran up the deepest
channel of the Rio Grande to 31° 47' north latitude, proceeded
due west for one hundred miles, turned due south and went 31 o
20' north latitude, proceeded due west from there until it intersected the one hundred eleventh meridian, then went in a straight
line to a point in the middle of the Colorado River twenty miles
below the international boundary. It then proceeded up the middle
of the Colorado to the line separating Upper and Lower California,
turned west, and followed that line to the Pacific Ocean.~~
Even before Gadsden went to Mexico, Congress had voted funds
for completing the survey of the Rio Grande. General Robert B.
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CampbelF3 was appointed new Commissioner and Major Emory
the Surveyor. They organized a new surveying party, much smaller
than the one led by Bartlett, and completed all field work by the
middle of December, 1853. In the process they expended less
money than had been appropriated. ~ 4 After the ratification of the
Gadsden Treaty in June of 1854, an entirely new Boundary Commission had to be appointed. On August 15 that year President
Franklin Pierce appointed Emory to head the new effort to complete the work begun six years earlier- this is, to run and mark the
boundary separating the United States and Mexico. To avoid
quarrels , such as had occurred between Bartlett and Gray, the
President conferred both the offices of Commissioner and Surveyor
on Emory, as well as chief astronomer.
Emory was required to reach El Paso del Norte by October 1,
1854. Therefore he had to enroll men and gather supplies very
rapidly. He sailed to New Orleans where he boarded the steamship Louisiana for Indianola. He reached the Texas port on September 25 after difficulties with a hurricane. Knowing he could
not reach E1 Paso by the designated day, and also knowing the
dangers of rushing ahead personally, and thus leaving the organization and supplying of the Commission to subordinates, he chose to
send a runner ahead to El Paso to inform the Mexican Commissioner, Jose S alazar,~" that he would be delayed. By October 25,
Emory had his men and animals ready for travel, along with a
military escort commanded by Captain E. Kirby Smith.26 After an
uneventful journey, Emory met Salazar on Decembe~ 2. W ithout
argument, they agreed to the necessary work, which began immediately. On January 31, 1855, at a simple ceremony, the foundation of a monument was laid at 31° 47' north latitude on the
Rio Grande to mark the boundary between New Mexico and
Chihuahua. Then Emory began surveying west for one hundred
miles, turned south 31 o 20', and pushed to work to the juncture of
the one hundred eleventh meridian. There he met Lieutenant
Nathaniel Michler, 27 who had been in charge of the survey of the
twenty miles of the Colorado River and the line between there
and the one hundred eleventh meridian. On August 16, .1855, the
Joint Commission met for the last time. Salazar and Emory signed
a statement certifying that the entire boundary had been surveyed
correctly and appropriate monuments built along the way. Their
work in the field was done.
Emory then returned to Washington where he busied himself
for the next two years preparing the full report of the boundary
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survey. The first part of this report was printed in 1857. Parts two
and three had to wait until 1859 because of the necessary work to
classify the scientific data and make the plates; these two parts
would be published as one volume, making a total of two for the
full report. Part one of the Report of the United States and Mexican Boundary Survey, published by the Government Printing
Office in an edition of ten thousand copies, contained Emory's
"Personal Narrative," as well as Lieutenant Michler's report.
Emory's narrative is colored with his opinions about interracial
marriage, the Indians of the Southwest, and the Mexican population. Also included were comments about the probability of minerals, about the towns along the way, and about the general geography, along with tables of distance and charts showing the
astronomical and geodetic work. Appended was a report on
"Geology and Paleontology," compiled by Dr. Charles Christopher
Parry and drafted by the eminent geologist James Hall of Albany,
New York.
Parts two and three, published in 1859 also by the government
in an edition of ten thousand copies, were filled with scientific
data. The botany of the boundary region was introduced by Dr.
Parry, and was compiled and classified by John Torrey, the state
botanist of New York. The cacti of the Southwest were so striking
that a separate section of the volume dealt with them, as compiled
and classified by George Englemann of St. Louis. Perhaps the most
striking sections of this part of the Report, however, were those
dealing with mammals, birds, and reptiles, many of which were
published in color; these sections were prepared for publication by
Spencer Fullertaon Baird, assistant secretary (later director) of the
Smithsonian Institution. Charles Frederic Girard, also of the Smithsonian, compiled and classified the section on the fish to be found
in the border region. In addition to these scientific aspects of the
Report, included were the drawings of several artists, principal
among whom were Arthur C. V. Schott, John E. Weiss, and A.
de Vaudricourt.
For his efforts on the boundary survey, Emory was promoted to
brevet lieutenant colonel. His work was completed on time and
with extreme harmony between himself and the Mexican Commissioner, as contrasted with the delays and quarrels of the Commission headed by John Russell Bartlett. In his introductory remarks to the Report, Emory was more than justified in expressing
pride in his accomplishments, as well as in the savings he effected
for the government. He noted that a total of $787,112 had been
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appropriated by Congress for the survey of the boundary as set
in the Treaty of Guadalupe Hidalgo, and yet the survey had
never been completed. For the survey of the Gadsden Treaty, however, the total cost had been only $103,780, with $135,800 not expended out of the total appropriation. 28
Following the completion of this survey and the Report, Emory
rejoined his regiment, the Second Cavalry, then serving in Kansas.
He arrived in time to participate in some of the border difficulties
then in progress in the Kansas-Nebraska area, and was a member
of the Utah expedition of 1858 in the so-called Mormon War. The
following year he was transferred to the Indian Territory ( Oklahoma), but was given a leave of absence from his regiment in
1860 to serve as a member of the board of officers convened to
revise the course of instruction for West Point. At the outbreak of
the Civil War, a Confederate official offered Emory the rank of
major general with the Southern forces if he would join the secessionists. Emory indignantly refused. Instead he gathered the troops
under his command in the Indian Territory and hastened toward
Fort Leavenworth just ahead of a force of four thousand rebels.
He arrived at Fort Leavenworth on May 31 without the loss of
a single man, horse, or wagon, the only officer on that frontier to
bring his entire command out of the insurrectionary territory. These
five companies of cavalry, seven companies of infantry, and four
pieces of artillery subsequently aided far beyond their mere numbers in keeping Missouri within the Union camp, for they restored
the confidence of many prominent local citizens in the government's ability to defend the area.
During the winter of 1861-1862 Emory commanded a regiment
charged with the defense of Washington. The following spring he
participated in the Manassas and Virginia Peninsula campaigns, so
distinguishing himself that he advanced to the rank of colonel.
Later he saw service in Louisiana, commanding the defenses of
New Orleans and fighting in the Red River campaign. In 1865 he
was promoted first to brigadier and then to major general of
volunteers and was placed in command of the Department of West
Virginia. In 1866 he was mustered out of the volunteer service and
placed in command of the Department of Washington. Subsequently he commanded the District of the Republican and, in 1871, was
returned to Louisiana as commander of the Department of the
Gulf. He retired from the Army on July 1, 1876, as a brigadier
general. Those who knew him well declared that he maintained
a stern exterior to cover a warm, sympathetic nature. His wife was
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Matilda Wilkins Bache, a great-granddaughter of Benjamin Franklin. They maintained their permanent home in Washington, and it
was there that Emory died on December 1, 1887.29
Despite his fine record as a fighting man, made during the
Mexican and Civil wars, Emory is best remembered for his work
as a Topographical Engineer. His Notes of a Military Reconnaissance . . . was an excellent piece of work, and the Report confirmed this early prominence and permanently established his reputation. More than this, the last work s·t ands as one of the best of
the many reports of military and scientific expeditions probing the
American West prior to the Civil War. The topographical work has
stood the test of more than a century, and the scientific work therein is regarded with awe and respect to this day. Taken as a whole,
Emory's career had three phases; he was soldier, engineer, and
diplomat- and he excelled at all three. The boundary between the
United State and Mexico is his greatest monument.
1
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For an excellent discussion of this controversial engagement, see Arthur
Woodward, Lances at San Pascual (San Francisco: California Historical
Society, 1948).
William H. Emory, Notes of a Military Reconnaissance . . . , House
Executive Document 41, 30 Con g., 1 Sess., Serial 517; reprinted as
Ross Calvin (ed.), Lieutenant Emory Reports (Albuquerque: University
of New Mexico Press, 1951).
"Treaty of Peace, Friendship, Limits and Settlement between the United
States of America and the Mexican Republic, concluded at Guadalupe
Hidalgo, on the 2d Day of February, in the year 1848," in William M.
Malloy (comp.), Treaties, Conventions, International Acts, Protocols and
Agreements Between the United States of America and Other Powers,
1776-1909 (2 vols., Washington 1910), I, 1110-1113.
Andrew Belcher Gray was born in Norfolk, Virginia, on July 6, 1820.
Shortly after the Texas Revolution, Gray enlisted in the Texas Navy,
then was appointed a surveyor for the Republic on the joint commission
running and making the boundary between Texas and the United States.
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After that was completed, he went north for the exploration and surveying of the Keweenaw Peninsula of Michigan. Following his work under
Bartlett for the survey of the Guadalupe Hidalgo line, he surveyed a
route for a railroad along the 32nd parallel for the Texas Western
Railroad. During the Civil War he served as a captain in the Confederate
forces. While examining the Mississippi River between Port Hudson and
Fort Pillow, he was killed by the explosion of the boiler of a steamer.
L. R. Bailey (ed.), The A. B. Gray Report (Los Angeles: Westernlore
Press, 1963), xi-xviii.
William H. Emory, Report of the United States and Mexican Boundary
Survey . .. (2 Vols., Washington, 1857-1859), I, l.
Conde was born in Arizpe, Sonora, on February 8, 1806. Joining the army
in 1818, he rose rapidly through the ranks, eventually reaching brigadier
general. In 1844 he became Secretary of War and Marine, and in 1848
was elected to the national senate, from where he was appointed
Boundary Commissioner for his nation. He died in Arizpe on December
19, 1851, during the course of the survey. Francisco R. Alp1ada,
Diccionario de Historia, Geografia y Biografia Sonorenses (Chihuahua
City: Ruis Sandoval, 1952), 298.
Jose Salazar Larregui (sometimes written Jose Salazar y Larregui or
Jose Salazer Ilarregui) was born in Hermosillo, Sonora, in 1823. He
studied at the Colegio de Mineria and worked as an engineer before becoming Syrveyor for the Mexican Boundary Commission. Later he headed
the Mexican commission establishing and marking the boundary between
his nation and Guatamala. He supported the French adventure that
brought Maximilian to the Mexican throne, and died in poverty in
:\1exico City in 1892. Diccionario de Historia, Biografia y Geografia de
Mexico (Mexico City: Editorial Porrua, 1964), 1255.
Arnie! Weeks Whipple, born in 1817 in Massachusetts, graduated from
the United States Military Academy in 1841, and served in various
capacities in the Southwest during the Mexican War. After the boundary
survey, he reached the rank of major general of volunteers for gallant
and meritorious service during the Civil War. He died on May 7, 1863,
of wounds received during the Battle of Chancellorsville, Virginia.
Francis B. Heitman, Historical Register and Dictionary of the United
States Army (2 Vols., Washington, 1903), I, 1025.
This is the present-day town of Juarez, Chihuahua, not El Paso, Texas .
Emory, Report, I, 1; "Report of the Secretary of the Interior, in relation to the Mexican boundary commission, July, 1852," Senate Executive
Document 119, 32 Cong., 1 Sess., 626, 56-65. Hereafter cited as SED
119.
For an extended biographical sketch of John Russell Bartlett, see Robert
V. Hine, Bartlett's West: Drawing the Mexican Boundary (New Haven :
Yale University Pres, 1968); and Odie B. Faulk, "John Russell Bartlett
and the Southwest: An Introduction," in John R. Bartlett, Personal
Narrative of Exploration and Incidents . . . (2 Vols ., Chicago: Rio
Grande Press, 1965; reprint of 1854 original), I.
For a discussion of the involved personal feuds involved in the boundary
survey, as well as the political overtones of the quarrels, see Odie B.
Faulk, "The Controversial Boundary Survey and the Gadsden Treaty,"

Arizona and the West, IV (Autumn 1962), 201-226, and Too Far North
-Too Far South: The Controversial Boundary Survey and the Gadsden
Purchase (Los Angeles: Westernlore Press, 1967).
Because of a quarrel with Commissioner Bartlett, the chief astronomer
who had replaced Emory, Lieutenant Colonel James D. Graham, had
been recalled, and on September 13, 1851 , Emory again was named to
that office. SED ll9, p. ll5. On November 4, 1851, came the order
from Secretary Stuart naming Emory both Surveyor and chief astronomer.
This was done, Stuart wrote, to "reduce as much as possible the expenses of the Mexican boundary commission . . . ." See Stuart to
Emory, November 4, 1851, and Stuart to Gray, November 4, 1851,
SED ll9, p. 121.
14 Bartlett (Santa Rita del Cobre) to Stuart, August 8, 1851 , SED 119,
p. 146.
15 At the time Bartlett was in Sonora.
16 Emory (in camp near El Paso) to Stuart, December 8, 1851, and Emory
(Frontera, Texas) to Stuart, January 8, 1852, SED 119, pp. 79-81, 475477; Emory, Report, I, 10-11.
17 Stuart to Bartlett, October 15, 1852, quoted in Bartlett, Personal Narrative, II, 514-516.
18 This report was printed as SED 119.
19 See "An Act to supply Deficiencies in the Appropriations for the fiscal
year ending the thirtieth of June, one thousand eight hundred and
fifty-two," Congressional Globe, XXIV, part 3, vi.
20 See "An Act making appropriations for tl1e civil and diplomatic expenses of the Government for the year ending the thirtieth of June,
eighteen hundred and fifty-iliree, and for other purposes," ibid., XXIV,
part 3, xviii.
21 Published in 1854 by D. Appelton and Company; reprinted in 1965 by
the Rio Grande Press, Chicago. The woodcuts in this book were
wretched reproductions of Bartlett's art. Thus the Commissioner, discredited as a diplomat and administrator, found himself also criticized
as an artist. Recently his original art was discovered and much of it
published in reproduction in Hine, Bartlett's West, rescuing Bartlett's
reputation as a rather good artist.
22 Malloy (comp.), Treaties, ll21- ll23.
23 Born in Marlboro County South Carolina, about 1790, Campbell graduated from South Carolina College (now the University of South Carolina)
in 1809. First a farmer, he entered the state militia in 1814 as a captain.
In 1820 he made an unsuccessful bid for Congress, but the next year
went to ilie state senate for two years . During the Nullification Controversy of 1832-1833, he was commanding general of the state militia.
The following year he was elected to the 24th Congress. In 1840 he
moved to Lowndes County, Alabama, serving in that state's legislature
soon afterward. From 1842 to 1850 he was the United States Consul at
Havana, Cuba, after which he moved to San Antonio, Texas. There he
was living when appointed Boundary Commissioner. He also had few
qualifications, except political, but he had sufficient experience to delegate authority and to trust those under him who had ability.
24 In his introductory remarks in the Report (pages 1-20), Emory refers to
13
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his part in these earlier surveys.
Salazar became Mexican Commissioner upon the death of Conde on
December 19, 1851. See footnote 7.
E . Kirby Smith, a graduate of West Point in the class of 1845, later
became a full general in the Confederate Army, commanding all Confederate territory west of the Mississippi River. During the Emory· survey, he not only commanded the troop escort but also acted as a
botanist; the Smithsonian Institution published a report of his observations. Heitman, Historical Register, I, 896.
Nathaniel Michler, born in Pennsylvania, was a graduate of West Point
in the class of 1848. During the Civil War he rose to the rank of
brigadier general, and died in 1881. Heitman, Historical Register, I, 708.
Emory, Report I, 21-22.
Most of the biographical material in this introduction came from Ceorge
F. Price, Across the Continent with the Fifth Cavalry (New York: D.
Van Nostrand, 1883), 210-223. Other standard sources, such as the
Dictionary of American Biography, offer additional details on the life
of this important figure.

Editor's Note :
Dr. Faulk, who received his Ph.D from Texas Technological College, is the
author of many books and articles on the Spanish Borderlands. He wishes
to express his appreciation to the Oklahoma State University Research
Foundation for providing the funds for the research for the above article.
THE PACIFIC HISTORIAN is grateful to Dr. Faulk for his interest in our
quarterly.
THE PACIFIC HISTORIAN is also pleased with the serious work contributed by the other writers of this issue. We are especially happy to present
Richard Dillon from the Sutro Library in San Francisco.
The continued interest in research and in Western History is most gratifying to your Editor.
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The April sun shone into the cockpit and down the ruddy
necks of the two men riding there, but no warmth came with it
at all. Lou Foote pulled his coat up and settled his head lower
into its brushed leather collar. It struck him as strange that he
felt cold on so brilliant a day.
Through the thin haze that always hung in these hills at this
time of year, the Coastal Range below seemed oddly not of this
world, like a reflection in a slightly distorted mirror. The muted
red of the Amapola poppies sifted among the grey of the sage and
the blue of the lupine made a heather-like mass which shifted
from light to dark and back to light again, as the foothill winds
flattened the blossoms on their stalks and let them go again.
It was as rare and beautiful a day as mid-Spring ever brought
to these parts, and that was rare and beautiful indeed. In all the
world of his flying quest, he had never seen a lovelier place than
this area, so noted for its wild flowers at this season.
"It's the prettiest spot in all the world!" Eddie had always said.
The plane made its way southward between the two low ranges
from Bakersfield to Los Angeles. From time to time, as he absently scattered the ashen contents of a copper box out of the window
and watched them fan out into the wind below, he was remembering the saga which brought him on today's singular mission.
He and Eddie Neher had been friends for what seemed always.
Actually, he could remember the day Eddie had first sauntered
into the Aero Garage where Lou spent his working hours and had
introduced himself. From somewhere he had learned that Lou
owned a couple of planes and he just dropped by to hangar-fly
a bit on his way home.
From the first, they discovered an affinity for many of the same
kinds of things. They had both been in the Air Service for a year
or so, though at different times and unknown to each other. They
both loved, above all other sounds, the whistle of the wind in the
cables of a Jenny or a Thomas Morse Scout as it climbed sunward or zoomed earthward in some capricious acrobatic maneuver
under their agile control. When he went racing off on a business
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Lou Foote, Eddie and Doris Neher on the day of the
Aerial Circus at Yosemite Lake. The Plane, Jenny.

trip to Stockton or Bakersfield, Lou soon found himself calling
Eddie to see if he'd like to go along. Always, he would.
When later that year Lou leased a local area and opened Turlock's first airport, it was Eddie who borrowed an extra tractor
from one of his own farmer friends and helped with the grading
and leveling of the strip.
Eddie loved pranking- whether it was aerial stunting or screeching to a stop in an automobile on an afternoon joy ride. Even from
:25 m.p.h., this latter could be devastating to a car full of passengers, totally surprised by its coming. The consternation thus caused
would bring guffaws to Eddie's lips, while his pretty little wife
would pound on his shoulders and otherwise vent her dismay and
disapproval of his conduct.
As he and Lou became better acquainted, it got to be a constant
contest to see which could outdo the other, every time they went
up. One such "parlez vous" almost ended in tragedy :
It was Saturday afternoon of the homecoming football game at
Turlock High School. Lou had gotten a call asking him if he
would drop the first ball onto the gridiron from his plane - to
be caught on first bounce, thus starting the game of the year. Lou
accepted at once, and within minutes was on the phone, inviting
Eddie to join him .
The day came. All preparations were complete. In addition to
the taping of a cascade of blue and gold streamers of crepe paper
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to the midriff of the football, these preparations included great
care in folding and stuffing the ball and its attendant decoration

into a giant brown paper sack in readiness for tossing, so that at
just the right moment the ball would fall free as Eddie held onto
the sack.
When the two had reached the prearranged altitude of 800 feet,
Lou cocked one wing over while Eddie tossed out the ball. Having
circled a couple of times to see it safely to the ground, Lou
wobbled the stick from the back cockpit of the Jenny, signalling
Eddie that she was all his . . . and then folded his arms and
settled back to await Eddie's stunt for the day.
Having spiraled upward to 1500 feet, without the bat of an
eye he commenced a dive toward the ground, power on. After
a couple hundred feet of drop, Lou noted Eddie's head go down
out of sight in the front cockpit. Thinking it was another of Eddie's
ruses to scare him, Lou braced himself and waited another 500
feet . By that time, the ship had practically reached terminal
velocity and Lou's stomach told him they were rapidly reaching
the point of no return - too close to the ground. So he jerked
hard back on the stick and skimmed out over the heads of a
screaming bleacher full of dodging people.
The cables of the old Jenny screamed back in reply as she
zoomed outward and upward with almost as much speed as she
had descended. When his stomach had settled, up came Eddie's
head from where it had been pinned by the force of the upward
pull against gravity. The back of his neck was white. In his right
hand, now above his head, was the stick from the front cockpit.
In his first manuever downward, he had accidentally pulled it out
of its tapered socket, 1 and in his chagrin and fright, he had felt
he didn't dare confess such a terrible accident, and his duck out of
sight had been a desperate and failing attempt to get it back into
its socket!
The young at heart know no abiding fear. The two laughed
and shuddered and laughed again and forgot - to go on to bigger
things. (The school board, however, had a longer memory, and
from that day forward Turlock football never again enjoyed aerial
beginnings or endings.)
Along with the rivalry in their antics, there grew to be a kind
of togetherness, too - a constant plotting of one new stunt or
another for a Sunday afternoon audience, each playing the foil
for the other in order to complete an aerial circus for some special
occasion.
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One such had been the Fourth of July weekend just the summer
before, when they had flown over to Yosemite Lake to create the
entertainment finale of the celebration there.
On many of these barn-storming excursions, one of the "acts"
was a little old lady in a long and many-petticoated skirts, sometimes with a parasol which she used to accent her questions, and
on other occasins, with a massive wide-brimmed and rose-bedecked
hat, tied under her chin and a veil. Always, however, she was
tremulously on the verge of deciding to learn to fly. After 15 or 20
minutes of alternate enthusiasm and timorous withdrawal (for the
benefit of on-lookers ), she would consent to a trial flight around
the field.
The prop would be spun, the engines running; the little old
lady would be gallantly assisted to enplane. Her hat finally adjusted and her petticoats tucked among the stick and the rudder
pedals and wires, the pilot (Lou) would ask her to hold back on
the stick while he rushed back into the hangar "to get his helmet
and goggles". In the brief absence of the pilot, having asked a
couple of standers-by what each part did, she would vacuously inquire if this were the "gasoline control to make it go?" Whereupon,
before anybody could answer or come to her rescue, she would in
appropriate jerky and mushy manner proceed to take off- careening wildly to the left just barely missing contact with the ground
- and then just short of a ground-loop on that side, she would
swing the other aileron full force and give it a shot of sudden
power, lurching like a drunken sailor attempting to climb into
the crow's nest, and having zoomed upward a short span, would
suddenly seemingly withdraw all throttle and plummet to within
feet of the ground again.
When a sufficient number of fair onlookers had fainted and
everybody else was flying about in total and helpless dismay, the
plane would drop over the hill and out of sight from the day's
chosen "runway"- and into a cloud of visible "dust" (flour) . . .
At this point a sense of direction returned to the hysterical crowd
and it would billow over the hill like dough being pushed by a
rolling pin, to be confronted by the little old lady, her hat still
rakishly attached to her head and the heel of one shoe in hand,
catapulting herself out and back in a disjointed limp of so comic
a sort as to be immediately detected (with a sign of relief) as fake!
On this particular occasion, one of the other acts was a parachute jumper who had come up from Hollywood for the day. He
jumped from an 18-foot 'chute into the Lake and afterwards was
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Lou Foote and Eddie
rowed ashore and took up his own collection. This was a neat
trick, involving packing the parachute into a canvas barracks bag,
tied shut with a string and secured on the edge of the catwalk by
a rope, one end of which was sewed into the bottom seam of the
barracks bag and the other tied to the landing gear so the 'chute
would be sure to come out of the bag and open. The red and white
silk of the 'chute, however, and the splash in the Lake were
spectacular enough to make it worth the effort.
There were, of course, also the usual serpentine cutting and other
stunts. These were pretty spectacular. On good wind-free days,
Lou could cut a single 100-foot strand of paper 8 ways by seven
dives into the dangling, drifting strip as he followed it earthward,
after having dropped it from the plane at 1500 feet.
Always these circuses were fun. And that fun was practically
pay enough in itself. On this day, however, when they were
through with the shmting, people were hanging over the barbedwire fences that separated the plane from the spectators, with fivedollar bills in their hands, waiting in line for their own private
demonstration of "what the flying machine could do."
And that was financial success, as well!
The day came when Eddie went off to San Francisco and
landed a job with Pacific Air Transport, hauling air maiP As
he and Doris moved to the city to take the job, Lou, for the
first time, felt a touch of envy. Not only was he going to miss the
Sunday afternoon barn-storming - he himself had some yen to
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fly the air mail - and his small town flying school lost some of its
appeal without a crony with whom to share its comedies and
tragedies.
April 3, 1927 dawned foggy and cold. Lou's heart sang, though,
as he pulled on his extra pair of wool sox and his boots. Eddie's
flight would be in at Crissy Field on the Army's Little Marina at
7:02 A.M. Doris was going to meet them there and they were all
going out for a day on the town. It was Eddie's first chance to
show Lou around San Francisco and to catch up on the latest
from Lou's own end of things.
Lou drove up from Turlock. At 6:42, he rounded the corner
into the little frame hangar office. He had only had time to
stamp the cold out of his toes, when Doris arrived in a fresh new
suit - a luxury, she confided, she had afforded in celebration of
the new job.
When the plane was thirty minutes overdue, they inquired about
it. The flight-plan clerk called Fresno, the last scheduled stop before San Francisco, and reported that the plane had made the
stop there and gone on.
"We can get coffee," Lou suggested, "while we wait."
For a moment, the grim awareness of a worst possibility struck
Lou. He talked on lightly of passing friends and ot'her small-talk
matters, wondering between times if Doris, too, had had this
chilling thought.
Had he been alone, he would have volunteered immediately to
go out in search of the late plane. He knew, however, that his
own concern would arouse Doris' anxiety - and that, should he
go, the quiet, half-dark of the waiting room would quickly dispose
of the last of her valor - and that waiting would become all but
unbearable for her.
With the coming of morning activity around the place, however,
Lou could hold himself back no longer.
"I think I'll drive back for my plane and go out to meet him,"
he ventured. He thought there was something of relief in Doris'
manner as she nodded her approval. It seemed the least he could
do.
With the rising of the fog, the valley stretched below like a
great, grey tarpaulin, which had been soaked by the fog and rain
of many days, and which because of its water-holding tightness
held a great swamp entrapped on its surface. Cattails and swamp
grass camouflaged its soggy base, but here and there a little three-
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foot lake revealed the water that was everyhere in this stretch of
country. Lou scanned the skies as far as he could see, and then
because reason demanded, he searched the ground below him as
well.
Most of this country was one huge ranch - Miller and Lux.
Its charter dated back to one of the kings of Spain. Studying the
valley below, he mused the legend that the king had offered a
grant to any man - that portion of land he could encompass in a
canoe in one 24-hour period. Miller and Lux, having mounted their
canoe on a wagon, and using shifts of horses strategically placed,
had raced from one fresh team of horses to another, and thus, at
the end of their 24-hour stint, had found themselves the owners
of 300,000 acres, more or less, of the West side of the San Joaquin
Valley, and part of the foothills of the Coastal Range, as well.
The day closed with no sight of a downed plane and no word of
any kind at any of the surrounding possible landing fields. His goodnight to Doris on the telephone and his promise to join the search
again next morning were outward efforts toward a hope he did
not feel.
He was joined in his search next morning by Vance Breece, a
friend of Eddie's and Lou's and an employee of the company. By
mutual agreemnt, they marked the valley off into grids - one of
them flying North and South in long parallel paths, and the other
flying East and West, at equal and similar intervals over the same
grid, so that when they were finished with a grid, they felt reasonably sure they could not have missed a plane, if it were still of
a piece.
The third morning the search party was again increased by the
addition of other planes, one of them flown by Grover Tyler, whom
Lou knew because he had been along when the company had
surveyed this area for the selection of possible emergency landing
fields.3
At moments like these, the heart sends up occasional little puffs
of hope amid the cold damp of despair that settles slowly around
one. They are the smoke signals of Love, and they serve to lighten
the great hand of fear that grips the throats of those who wait or search. Like the Indian smoke signal, however, they are born
of the urgency of crisis, and they fall back before the onslaught of
inevitability - and finally die out.
An occasional black dot on the horizon or a sudden glimpse of
his own plane's reflection in the water below gave him a momentary start, but the third day finished as had the other two, except
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no longer with hope that the plane was intact or more or less
successfully down.
A day or two later the plane was spotted by a fence-rider in
his rounds, and when he had reported back to ranch headquarters,
the news was relayed thence to Pacific Air Transport officials.
Lou volunteered to go out to help pick up the bodies (Schaller,
one of the Company officials, had been along on the flight) . It
had been a whole day's effort. The Gustine ambulance could not
get anywhere near the sight, and it was necessary to wade in and
to carry the men on litters back through the swamp to the road.
The rest had been brief. Eddie had always said if anything
happened to him that he wanted to be cremated and to have his

Lou Foote in Air Mail Pilot Flying Suit
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ashes sifted out over the foothills on the old ridge route south of
Bakersfield - in this area where the wild flowers grow - this part
of his run which he had called the most beautiful place in the
world.
In deference to Eddie's wishes, the Company had granted that
Lou could ride today on the regular run from San Francisco to
Los Angeles and perform this final rite. Dick Bowman was the
pilot. Dick and Eddie had flown this run opposite each other.
The last of the contents of the copper box were gone. Lou
looked back up the long low range of foothills. Viewed in this
direction the haze took on a golden cast in the late sun. At this
moment, even the beauty was painful. He was glad that the wind
and the drone of the engine made conversation impossible and
therefore unnecessary.
1

2

3

The front cockpit stick was always removd when paying passengers rode,
and they never bothered to put in a cotter pin to hold it, between-times
when they used it.
Pacific Air Transport was one of the first companies to be awarded a
government contract to carry air mail. This company had been started in
1926 by Walter Varney, former owner of a flying school at San Mateo.
It first operated in Idaho and Nevada. Varny sold out to Vern Gorst, who
owned the line when Eddie flew for it. It later merged with United
Airlines, which still owns it.
Vance Breece was the pilot on that occasion; Grover Tyler, the surveyor.
The plane (as were all P.A.T. ships) was a Ryan N-1, with a Wright
Whirlwind (J-5) engine . . . the same model, (modified only to accomodate the extra gas tanks) used by Lindberg on his now-famous TransAtlantic flight.
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Heifer Project Incorporated
Help Yourself
MELISSA BAYNES

Since 1938 when a concerned young relief worker for the Church
of the Brethren named Dan West first evaluated the need for a
self-help rehabilation program to aid the victims of the Civil War
in Spain, the Heifer Project, sponsored by over a dozen various
Protestant, Catholic, Jewish and non-denominational groups, has
developed into a world-wide service organization, dedicated to
giving people the means and opportunities to help themselves and
others. Dan West's dream was first realized in 1944 when, having
interested his fellow church members and U. S. government officials in his plan to send livestock abroad, the first shipload of
twenty-six heifer calves was sent to Puerto Rico. Today, twentyfive years after that first shipment, Heifer Project's "living
gifts," which enable the recipients to raise food for themselves, are
helping needy families in eighty-four under-developed countries .
The inspiration for a program such as the Heifer Project came
to Dan West, an Indiana farmer, as he was handing out powdered
milk and water to a long line of hungry mothers and children in
Spain. As a farm boy himself, the common sense approach to the
problem seemed to be to donate a live cow, which would give
fresh milk and produce calves, would be more lasting and valuable than a hand-out, and would enable the Spanish people to
provide for their own needs.
The guiding purpose behind the subsequent development of
Heifer Project was a two-fold realization of the existing conditions
and immediate needs of people and countries of war-ruined or
agriculturally undeveloped areas . First, as a non-profit organization
financed entirely by voluntary contributions, Heifer Project, Incorporated has sought to meet the nutritional needs of people by
supplying help to alleviate the immediate problems of hunger.
Secondly, through the unique structure of the plan, Heifer Project
gifts have had a more far-reaching effect by supplying a food
source that can produce and reproduce for months and years.
The Heifer Project has expanded greatly since 1944, and it is
no longer limited to heifers. In the twenty-five years that the program has been active, approximately 30,000 animals, including
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The old and young in Korea

The goat was given by Miss Gladys Davis of
Leisure World, Walnut Creek, California.
pictures courtesy D. W. Throckmorton.
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heifers, goats, pigs, rabbits, bees and sheep, and a million and a
half chicks and hatching eggs have gone all over the world
through donations to Heifer Projects. The project has grown into
a world-wide self-help organization sharing not only livestock and
poultry, but technical aid and educational information as well.
Generally, the costs of the animals average the following rates:
three hundred to four hundred dollars for a heifer, fifty to seventyfive for a goat, fifty for a sheep, fifty to seventy for a pig, twenty
for a pair of rabbits, ten for a package of bees and twenty-five
cents for a chick. The shipping costs vary greatly, depending on
the country to which they are sent, and they range from less than
half the cost of the animal to more than twice the cost.
The Heifer Project is a member of the American Council of
Voluntary Agencies for Foreign Service and of the International
Council of Voluntary Organizations. Also, Heifer Project is registered with the Advisory Committee on Voluntary Foreign Aid of
the U.S. Agency for International Development. Among the various
organizations that guide the Heifer Project activities are the
American Baptist Convention World Relief Committee, Brethren
Service Commission, Congregational Christian Service Committee,
Evangelical and Reformed Church, Evangelical and United Brethren Church, Fellowship of Reconciliation, International Convention
of the Convention of Christian Churches, Koinonia Foundation, Mennonite Central Committee, The Methodist Church, National Farmers Union, The Rural Life Association, and it operates in cooperation with the Church World Service of the National Council of
Churches of the United States of America.
To insure that the animals receive proper care, Heifer Projects
maintains overseas representatives and works closely with local
agencies such as the appropriate departments of agriculture, 4-H
Clubs, the Peace Corps and various agricultural missions. The recipients of Heifer Project gifts are trained in the care of their
animal and are given technical assistance in feeding methods and
even marketing techniques in order to obtain the maximum benefits from each gift.
Through the Heifer Project plan, and endless "chain of giving"
is established, as the first offspring of each animal is passed on
to another needy family. The plan is developed so that the benefits
gradually increase not only for the initial recipient but for later
recipients, as the "living gifts" multiply themselves.
In this evaluation of twenty-five years of giving life through
the Heifer Project, Thurl Metzger, the executive director of Heifer
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Project, Inc. stated, "Nearly every voluntary agency claims to be
a catalyst, but I believe this has been uniquely true of Heifer
Project since its inception." It has become an organization through

which Protestants, Catholics and Communists all work together
on the Heifer Project distribution corrals in the Eastern European
countries. It has brought together blacks and whites in Mississippi
to work on a Heifer Project, and the Heifer Project Board was
one of the first interdenominational groups organized for the purpose of planning development and rehabilitation programs.
Heifer Project, Inc. has developed a program pattern that can
be adapted to most of the underdeveloped areas of the world.
Livestock reproduction centers have been established where the
Heifer Project animals, which are of high genetic potential, can
recieve the special care that they need. From these centers, crossbreeding programs within the community can then be extended.
The recipients of the animals are only required to sign a contract
which insures proper care of the animal, pasture improvement and
the passing-on of the first offspring. The recipients also form a
livestock association to expand and perpetuate the program and
to better their own marketing positions.
The program is one that has caught the attention of the United
Nations Food and Agriculture Organization in Rome, who reported,
"By 1975 world food supplies must be increased by 35 percent
merely to maintain present unsatisfactory dietary levels, and by
50 percent to bring about a reasonable improvement in nutritional
standards . . . A high proportion of this must be an increase in
foods of animal origin with a high protein content." The results of
the efforts of Heifer Project have been not only to lessen human
suffering by supplying means to meet the basic nutritional requirements but to help other conditions as well. The unifying effect of
such a program is so great that Thurl Metzger reported, "In cultures that are corrupted by fear and suspicion such an association
of small farmers is a significant step toward development."
Until his retirement, effective on January 1, 1969, the Director
of the Western Division, Dillon Wesley Throckmorton, D.D., had
served the Heifer Project from the Modesto office for eight years.
Dr. Throckmorton first came to Modesto in 1945, following World
War II and was immediately introduced to the work of Heifer
Project on the West Coast by a committee from the Church of
the Brethren, whose meetings he was invited to attend. It was on
a trip to Poland in the summer of 1946 that the meaning of the
Heifer Project took on a clear and definite form for Dr. Throck75

Dillon Wesley ThTOckmorton
morton, and it became for him "a very precious vehicle for saying
something more than 'Lord, Lord.' "
It was as a student at the College of the Pacific that Dr.
Throckmorton began his mip.isterial career, serving as a student
at the Methodist Church in lone, California. He was graduated from
COP in June of 1928 with a degree in history and sociology. As
a Pacific student, he served in both the Paoific Band and in the
chorus. He later recieved an honorary degree from the College of
the Pacific in 1947.
From 1945 to 1949, Dr. Throckmorton served as pastor of the
First Methodist Church in Modesto, and he returned to Modesto
in 1960 to accept the post of Director of the Western Division of
Heifer Project, Inc., serving under "Special Assignment" from the
Methodist Bishop. \Vith his retirement, Dr. Throckmorton has not
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given up his dedication and support of Heifer Projects, for he will
continue to serve the project as Assistant Director of Promotion.
The new director of the Modesto office is Reverend Bill E. Beck.
The support from the Western Division, with headquarters in
the Modesto office, goes mainly to the Far Eastern and Pacific
countries. For instance, in Hokkaido, the northern island of Japan,
which houses 15,000 refugee farmers from Sakhalin Island and
Manchuria, the need for help with the food supply is great. The
soil, composed of volcanic ash and clay, makes it hard for the
people to earn a livng from farming. From the results of the gifts
from Heifer Projects, over two thousand head of Heifer cattle now
live on the island.
The benefits of the Heifer Project are not just economic and
agricultural. The British historian, Arnold Toynbee, saw the Hokkaido project as a catalyst for the breaking down of centuries-old
culture barriers in Japan. Descendents of many generations of rice
farmers have now become dairy farmers and have helped to make
the northern island of Japan into one of the most productive and
progressive in all Japan. According to Dr. Throckmorton, "It is
an example of the dramatic results of what a little on the part of
Americans can do to help people." Heifer Project, Inc. has also
shipped goats to Japan. Following the war, two thousand quality
HPI goats were shipped to Japan, and they now number over
fifteen thousand.
Since the beginning of the project in 1944, Heifer Project has
sent more than 10,000 goats to 38 countries, including Korea,
Ecuador, Algeria, Liberia, Nigeria, India, Kenya, Haiti, various
Central and South American countries and others, and goats have
become one of the major contributions of the project.
Many of the underdeveloped countries of the world which recieve aid from Heifer Project have already a large number of
native goats, but these goats are of a poorer breed than those
donated by Heifer Project and are only able to give enough milk
per day to feed their own offspring- about a cupful. These goats,
then, are raised for meat, but the meat is often considered to be a
delicacy and cannot be used to alleviate the near-starvation conditions of the people. The Heifer Project-donated goats, and later
their offspring, can give up to four or five quarts of milk a day,
and it is naturally more useful than the native goats since
they provide a continuing source of food over a long period of
time.
The reasons for giving goats instead of cows in some instances
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A Village in Korea
are of a practical basis. Goats are smaller than cows and do not
require as much to feed and raise and therefore cost a family less
to support. In certain types of terrain, especially the rough mountainous regions, goats adapt more easily whereas cows would encounter some difficulties. Goat's milk, as with cow's milk, contains
all the valuable vitamins and minerals, but it is a much softer,
delicate curd than cow's milk and is more easily digestable.
In Korea, the Heifer Project programs number more than a
hundred and fifty, and they deal in goats, pigs, heifers, sheep
and hatching eggs, and the results are exemplary of the good
works and self-multiplying benefits of Heifer Projects all over the
world. For instance, a mere twenty-five cents donated to the
Heifer Project will buy one baby chick that will grow up and
potentially produce up to four hundred eggs. If only half of those
eggs are eaten and the other half hatched, the result is two
hundred meals and two hundred chicks. Half of those chicks can
be raised and fattened and eaten, and each one can provide a
meal for a whole family. The other one hundred can lay eggs and
produce again up to four hundred eggs each.
In 1968 alone, the nine shipments to Korea accounted for 68
heifers, 3 bulls, 163 goats, 22 sheep and 32 pigs . Throughout Korea,
Heifer Project livestock anti poultry thrive in alomst every community, and the Korean Minister of Agriculture has reported to
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Citation received from the Minister of Agriculture,
Republic of Korea to Dr. Throckmorton
Dr. Throckmorton that Heifer Project help has been a major influence in developing the livestock industry of that country.
Letters of appreciation and other expressions of gratitude are
not unfamiliar to Dr. Throckmorton, on the behalf of Heifer
Project, Inc. In the office of his home in Modesto, the results of
his d edication to his work for Heifer Project are seen in an impressive variety of mother-of-pearl inlaid trays and plaques, from
Korea and various scrolls and awards and souvenirs from all the
countries that have been touched by Heifer Project's helping
hand. In particular is a letter from Fritz H. Pyen, Bishop of the
Korean Methodist Church in Seoul:
W e certainly appreciate your untired and continued effort in distributing
"living gifts" helping Korean people to help themselves. They depend on
ri ce field for living ever since the dawn of their history.
Through your gracious heifer project and gift we are creating a new living
history of production. We thank you a million times for your bringing
hundreds of goats, cows, sheep and poultry to Korea.
May God bless you in your good work.

Heifer Project has never been lacking in program possibilities.
All over the world, the demand for improved livestock is great.
Because of a lack of resources and personnel, however, the project is able to accomodate less than a quar-ter of the requests
for aid that are recieved. ·with unlimited funds, the project could
handle programs in twice as many countries as they are now serving.
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A Stockton Methodist Church gave this goat
to Rev. Lee Su Ku of Tae;on
It is in response to the conditions reported by the Special
Strategy Committee of Agricultural Missions, Inc. that the Heifer
Project directs its efforts:
A world-wide survey of U.S. Protestant efforts to fight hunger was done in
1966 and a similar one by U.S . Catholics was done in 1967. These showed
that only a trickle (less than one percent) of American Church income is
going to meet world food needs. Of that, only a small fraction goes for improving local food production and nutrition practices when compared to that
spent in sharing our surpluses . We are quick to treat famine but slow to
prevent it.

As a result, throughout their twenty-five year history of active and
dedicated service to their brothers over the world who have not
been able to share in the prosperity and abundance that we know
in the United States, the directors of the Heifer Project have
demonstrated not just simple charity, but a true desire to better
the world by helping people to help themselves and their neighbors.
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Some VIews fJI Tile

Mount11in M11n
HARLAN H . HAGUE

No single image of the mountain man emerges from the literature
of the western fur trade. There is general agreement on his activities and his accomplishments but considerable disagreement on the
make-up of the man. Three images rather than one can be identified in the literature. These are: the western hero, the hedonist
and the expectant capitalist.l
The three views are somewhat vague but can be differentiated.
The western hero is seen as the fugitive from civilization, the
nature lover and forest dweller, living an idyllic existence away
from the complexities and restraints of urban life. He is usually
a loner. The hedonist is the lover of pleasure : women, liquor and
companionship with his fellows. He is a bit stupid, being willing
to work hard all year to finance one glorious orgy at the end of
the season. To him, today is important; tomorrow will take care
of itself. The third view, the expectant capitalist, is the least commonly held view. In this case, the mountain man is a typical man
of his day during the Jacksonian era when the common man rose
to eminence. He is a capitalist or would-be capitalist. He is in the
business for the profits and wants to improve himself. He plans
to go on to better things eventually. Like the miner of a later day,
he wants to get rich quick and move on.
It is difficult to describe the mountain man because not all
persons engaged in the trapping and trading of furs were doing
the same things. Hiram Martin Chittenden identified eight classifications of people, each of whom at various times was called a
"trapper." The term is often used synonymously in the literature
with "mountain man." Chittenden's classifications are:
1.
2.
3.
4.

Partisan or Bourgeois : in charge of a company post or field operation.
Clerk: second in command of a company post or field operation
Hunter and trapper: an employee of a company
Camp keeper: cares for skins in camp, one keeper to two trappers,
usually a company employee
5. Free trapper: independent, not an employee
6. Voyageur: French, most of their work being done on the water
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7. Artisan: employed at larger posts only
8. Mangevr de lard (pork eater): common laborer of the fur trade, a
company employee usually."

To solve the problem of too many "types" of trappers, this investigation deals primarily with the free trapper. This appears the
most logical approach since most of the literature of the mountain
man is concerned with the same free trapper. The two terms,
"trapper" and "mountain man," are used interchangeably to refer
to the same person, the free trapper.
Most sources tend to support the first two views of the mountain
man mentioned earlier, those of western hero and hedonist. The
mountain man of fiction is a combination of the two, but basically
the former. In the history of the fur trade, he appears also a
combination of the two, but basically a hedonist. Only lately has
much attention been devoted to the third view, that of the
expectant capitalist.
The standard recurring themes of the make-up of the mountain
man are: love of freedom, indifference to hardships and danger
and hatred of the dull life of settled communities. All sources
consulted agreed that the typical mountain man was not a castout
from civilization. He was in the mountains because he wanted to
be there, whatever his motives might be. No man became a
trapper because he had failed at everything else. The life was
hard, but so was he. He was "an American original, as hard as
the hardest thing that could happen to him."3
There is no end of tribute paid to the endurance and excitement
of the life of the mountain man. Through Washington Irving,
Captain Bonneville had this to say:
There is, perhaps, no class of men on the face of the earth, . . . who
led a life of more continued exertion, peril, and excitement, and who are
more enamored of their occupations, than the free trappers of the west. No
toil, no danger, no privation can turn the trapper from his pursuit. His pas~
sionate excitement at times resembles a mania. In vain may the most vigilant
and cruel savages beset his path; in vain may rocks and precipices, and
wintry torrents oppose his progress; let but a single track of a beaver meet
his eye, and he forgets all dangers and defies all difficulties . . . . 4

According to William Goetzmann, Irving, writing in the nineteenth century, saw the mountain man as a "Robin Hood, a Europeap. literary convention."~ This view is typical of the romantic,
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almost mythical hero image that emerges in the nineteenth century
literature.
Fur trapping has always had its romantic appeal. The solitude of
the forests, rivalry for skins, association with Indians, the exploration of new country and constant exposure to physical hardships
and danger were all parts of the great adventure. This was the
theme of most of the nineteenth century writings and much of
that of the twentieth century. But much of the twentieth century
literature recognizes that the trapper was more than a hero. Bernard
DeVoto explained !!hat the trapper had to be something of a hero,
to be sure, but he also had to be something of a savage. 6 To exist,
the mountain man had to slip backward in the scale of civilization
until his wilderness skills matched those of his Indian opponents.
Some, in their reversion toward the primitive, descended to a level
of savagery below that of these same opponents. Such was one
Edward Rose, who eventually joined a Crow tribe and abandoned
civilization, often leading warriors in battle and horrible atrocities
following victory. ·Such also was "Cannibal Phil" Gardner who
was known to subsist comfortably on the flesh .of a companion or
squaw during hard times. 7 But these were exceptions among the
1,500-2,000 trappers who lived through the brief period of the fur
trade of the trans-Mississippi country.
Though they were able to master their surroundings, mountain
men were ever exposed to danger. While they became indifferent
to the constant threat to their safety, they were not indifferent to
the sources of the threat. A traveler among the mountain men
wrote that:
. . . habitual watchfulness destroys every frivolity of mind and action.
They seldom smile : the expression of their countenances is watchful, solemn,
and determined. They ride and walk like men whose breasts have so long
been exposed to the bullet and the arrow, that fear finds within them no
resting place. 8

The writer's characterization rings true except his comment on the
absence of frivolity and smiling. His contact with mountain men
must have been exceedingly limited since he missed rendezvous
and the story-telling that followed virtually every evening meal
when there were two or more trappers together.
Certainly, trappers worked hard during the season, obedient to
animal laws and themselves sometimes almost animal in their
wilderness isolation. The mountain man is often described as a
loner, working alone on his traps, preferring his own cooking fire,
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even when traveling in groups. But more often, he is shown in
company with others, running trap lines together or in force for
protection against Indian raids or for attacks on Indians.
The hedonist view of the trapper is given considerable support
in the literature by the recurrent theme of the trapper enjoying
himself. The height of frivolity was the rendezvous:
. . . They drank whiskey with the greatest abandon, gambled, consorted
with the placid Indian women, played games, fought, swapped yarns and
books, and equipped themselves for the next year's hunt. With childish
enthusiasm they purchased beads, vermilion, bright cloth and gewgaws
from the traders; .. . .9

The prices the trapper paid for his goods and liquor were marked
up many times their value at St. Louis where the goods trains
usually originated.
Cutthroat competition did not impair mountain men fellowship
at rendezvous . Employees of rival companies got drunk together,
and partners in rival companies drank, toasted and ate together.
Under the peaks, 1,500 miles from home, they were mountaineers
together and their hearts brimmed with affection for their fellows
at the moment when they were meditating the best way to bankrupt each other. 10 Probably the greatest challenge to every writer
whose trapper is cast in the hero image is the task of keeping
him clear-headed and chaste at rendezvous .
In the Southwest, the story was similar but the setting different.
In that region, the mountain man often marked the end of the
trapping season by a visit to a Mexican town before journeying
east to sell his furs. One author described a trip to Taos:
[A]fter his mountain months, he was ready to burst his bonds of solitude,
and he did so with raw delight. All his general passion and violence that his
mountain work required him to suppress while moving lithe and crafty after
watchful creatures he now broke free in the clay village where he returned
among men and women. He had a frosty look of filth over him. His hair was
knotted and his beard was a catch-all for the refuse of months. His clothes
reeked like his body. His mouth was dry with one kind of thirst and his
flesh on fire with another . . . .
[. . . At the local tavern] . . . He threw himself in baleful joy through
whatever movements occurred to him, "Wagh!" The lightning jug went
around . . . . When the fandango was over, all went home. The mountain
man took a woman from the ball to her house. At rut like a big, fanged
mountain cat - "Wa-a-a-g-h!" - he spent the night with her to nobody's
surprise or censure; . . . .11
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The orgiastic release at the end of the season should not imply
that the trapper was a solemn soul during the remainder of the
year when he was in the mountains. To the contrary, he had a
sharp sense of humor. Mountain men were drawn to each other,
to share experiences and to make light of them. Osborne Russell,
whose journal is considered one of the most reliable of the published trappers' diaries, described a typical evening in camp:
. . . The repast being over the jovial tale goes round the circle the peals
of loud laughter break upon the stillness of the night . . . . Every tale puts
an auditor in mind of something similar to it but under different circumstances which being told the "laughing part" gives rise to increasing merriment and furnishes more subjects for good jokes and witty sayings such as
Swift never dreamed of[.] Thus the evening passed with eating, drinking
and stories enlivened with witty humor . . . .1~

Another trapper, Lewis H. Garrard, illustrated the trappers' love
for a practical joke in his diary. Shortly after arriving in the
mountains, the young Garrard was treated to his first "terrapin"
for supper one evening. After pronouncing it delicious, one of the
trappers replied, "Well hos! how do you like dogmeat?" Garrard's
discomfort was met with wild guffaws.1 3
The third of the three previously cited views of the mountain
man, that of the expectant capitalist, is more difficult to document
than the previous two views. Certainly, the trader entered the
wilderness for economic reasons. Fur trade entrepreneurs and administrators expected their subordinates to assume a commercial
outlook and conduct.l 4 It does not necessarily follow, though, that
trappers would necessarily be attached to the mountains by the
same motivations as those of the traders. Goetzmann, however,
sees no difference in the reasons for trader and trapper being in
the mountains. He explained that:
. . . many mountain men lived for the chance to exchange their dangerous
careers for an advantageous start in civilized life. If one examines their lives
and their stated aspirations one discovers that the mountain men; for all their
apparent eccentricities, were astonishingly similar to the common men of
their time - plain republican citizens of the Jacksonian era.l~

To support his claims, Goetzmann cited statistics from a study of
the entire lives of a group of mountain men. The data show that
many trappers left the mountains before the demise of the trade,
returned to civilization and settled down in other occupations
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ranging from farmer to opera house manager.
As further evidence that mountain men were expectant ca-pitalists, Goetzmann pointed out the significant fact that few of the
trappers declined the responsibility of entrepreneurial leadership
when it was offered to them. To the contrary, he claimed:
. . . the usual practice was to indenture oneself to an established company
for a period of time, during which it was possible to acquire the limited
capital in the way of traps, rifle, trade goods, etc., that was needed to become independent and a potential brigade leader.16

This view appears more defensible when applied to the trapper
who was employed by a company than to a free trapper. The
more popular view of all trappers, especially the latter, is supported by Chittenden: "Habits of thrift among the trappers were
practically unknown .. . . It was a sort of mountain pride, . . . to
squander wages as fast as earned."17
The mountain man is often characterized as being so hardened
to his wilderness existence that he lost almost all sense of human
compassion. Other sources, especially journals of trappers, show
that they were often just as sensitive as their eastern contemporaries. For example, the most common view we have of the mountain man's relationship with women is something-less than a picture
of true love. But trappers often showed genuine sentiment for their
female Indian companions. Garrard described his feelings toward
an Indian maiden:
. . the sweet oval face of 0-ne-o, Se-hak's daughter . .. . What expressive eyes! - liquid and hazel, with a dash of playful humor, mild, beaming, and loving. Who could help being fascinated, magnetized, spirited away,
but those imperious souls void of true feeling, or soured by adversity! and, as for me, ever susceptible to genuine loveliness, 'twas nothing less
than absolute enchantment; . . . _18

In the midst of plenty, the mountain man might even show hints
of conservation. Russell described an incident during a journey
with an older trapper. They had come upon a herd of 300 buffalo.
The old man killed the poorest cow in the bunch, explaining that
it would have been "a shame to kill one of those fat Cows merely
for two mens suppers." 10
Of course, every nineteenth century publication of a trapper's
journal should be held suspect. Editors usually were more concerned with salability than with accuracy. If it appeared that liberal
modifications of a diary would increase sales by making it more
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appealing to the consumer, the editor took pen in hand.
Sources consulted differed widely on one particular segment of
the make-up of the mountain man: the extent of his education. The
most common view is that he was uneducated, uncouth and childlike. This picture is supported by George Frederick Ruxton :
Most fur men were without book learning, but they were educated for
the life they led. They could read the tracks of moccasins, the sign of
beaver, the trace of travois; they could mold their bullets from bars of
lead, and strike a fire with flint and steel
~o

To this view that formal education was not essential to their profession, DeVoto added that talk replaced academic pursuits :
"There were few books and few trappers given to reading what there
were: talk was everything. In this hour of function there was the talk of
friends and equals."21 They were great story tellers -

of fights, narrow

escapes, exciting hunts, brawls and women, both Mexican and Indian.

On the other hand, many sources, both primary and secondary,
indicate just the opposite. Thomas Clark found them not only
educated but also avid readers:
. . . Despite their isolation and carefree behavior at rendezvous time,
most mountain men had varying degrees of education. During the freezing
months of winter they had little more to do on the outside than gather fire wood. The rest of the time they spent reading Shakespeare, the Bible, commentaries on the Scriptures, books of sermons, scientific treatises, and newspapers. \Vinter-bound trappers passed books around from camp to camp
until they were soiled and worn beyond use. Jedediah Smith was an example
of a fairly well-read trapper; he not only knew Shakespeare, but like an
ancient Hebrew prophet sustained by faith among the barren peaks of the
Sinai hills, this pious disciple found in his Bible a solace amid the most
tortuous hardships . ~2

This view was seconded by another source :
Time left over from physical activity necessary to his business and his
subsistence was mostly devoted to reading and thought. Many of them
carried on their solitary travels newspapers, magazines, and books - chiefly
the Bible and Shakespeare. Their t.o'1stes ran, also, to history, biography,
science and . . . poetry . . . . [They were] . . . men of thought . . . . ~3
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Many diaries kept by trappers indicated that their owners were
men of substantial educational and cultural background. How
much of this polish was given to the trappers by their publishers,
we cannot know. On the question of education, ·william T.
Hamilton, a trapper, noted in his journal:
. . . We had an abundance of reading matter with us; old mountain men
were all great readers. It was always amusing to me to hear people from
the East speak of old mountaineers as semi-barbarians, when as a general
rule they were the peers of the Easterners in general knowledge.24

This claim becomes· more believable when one considers that rthe
educational level of the average person in the 1820's and 1830's
was quite low. Robert Glass Cleland quoted from Travels in the
Great Western Prairie, an account written by Thomas Jefferson
Farnham about his experiences in the West during the height of
the fur trade. Farnham mentioned a particular trapper whom he
found to be a remarkable person, "a graduate of Dartmouth College, a gentleman in manners and bearing, 'a finished scholar, a
critic on English and Roman literature . . . an Indian'."25
Russell pointed out that the after-supper talk-sessions were not
merely entertaining; they were educational as well:
The long winter evenings were passed away by collecting in some of the
most spacious lodges and entering into debates arguments or spinning long
yarns . .. and I for one will cheerfully confess that I have derived no little
benefit from the frequent arguments and debates held in what we termed
the Rocky Mountain College and I doubt not but some of my comrades who
considered themselves Classical Scholars have had some little added to their
wisdom in these assemblies . . . .

The talk-sessions were not the only means of enlightenment. Russell
added: "We had some few Books to read such as Byrons, Shakespeares and Scotts works the Bible and Clarks Commentary on it
and other small works on Geology Chemistry and Philosophy.... "2 G
At the time of writing his journal, Russell was a free trapper working out of Fort Hall which was then a Hudson's Bay Company
post. Dr. John McLoughlin had a policy of circulating good books
among his traders in isolated posts, and it appears that Russell
had access to the "library" at Fort HalJ.2 7
Another point of disagreement among sources is the extent to
which the mountain man was attracted by the beauty of the
country and whether he thought he was living the idyllic existence
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that fills the fur trade literature. The hero figure appears continually enraptured by the land, the hedonist finds occasion to
marvel at the magnificence of his surroundings while the would-be
capitalist sees the mountains and Indians only as obstacles to the
pursuit of his trade.
Russell was taken with the beauty of the mountains:
There is something in the wild romantic scenery of this valley which I
cannot nor will I, attempt to describe but the impressions made upon my
mind while gazing from a high eminence on the surrounding landscape one
evening as the sun was gently gliding behind the western mountain and casting its gigantic shadows accross the vale were such as time can never erase
from my memory . . .. 28

Another author, after describing the constant dangers faced by
mountain men, wrote of the hold the country had on them. He
explained that the wildness of the "mountain country with its
breath-takingly beautiful valleys and 'holes,' its paradisiacal streams
of cold green water, the lure of the chase, and the freedom of the
woods gripped men's souls." 2 ~
DeVoto turned absolutely romantic on the subject:
. . . [T]here was the beauty of this last wilderness . . . . The land of
little rain, the Shining Mountains. It was theirs before the movers came to
blem1sh it - rivers flowing white water, peaks against the sky, distances of
blue mist against the rose-pink buttes, the canyons, the forests, the greasewood flats where the springs sank out of sight. They were the first to pass
this way and, heedless of tl1e eagle's wing which they stretched across the
setting sun, they stayed here. God had set the desert in their hearts.:JO

There were some who, for varying reasons, were not so enchanted with the land. The attitude of the expectant capitalists
toward their environment has been mentioned. The hills and
valleys and rivers and great distances that had to be crossed were
nuisances, obstacles to success. There were other reasons for not
being attracted to the wilderness. There was homesickness, felt
by no one more acutely than the Europeans who were in the
trapping fraternity. One mountain man, an Englishman, contributed to a discussion of the loveliness of the mountains by
saying that if anyone wanted to see a beautiful place, he should
go to England and see the Duke of Rutland's castle. Another, an
Irishman, agreed with his peer in his dislike of their current surroundings, but added that if one would see a truly pretty place
he should go to old Ireland and take a walk in Lord Farnham's
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domain. The response of their fellows was typical: "Then why don't
you go?"3 1
Why did men forsake the comforts of civilization to live and
die in the mountains? According to Chittenden, the life of the
mountain man seems unendurable to one who is fond of social
intercourse. The habit of seclusion, however, seemed to grow upon
the initiate to the mountains, and he came to love the life in spite
of its solitude, its hardships and its privations.32 DeVoto saw the
mountain man's love of freedom as a principal reason for his attraction to the life :
. .. To be a man and to know that you were a man .. . . And to be a
free man. At any evening fire below the Tetons, if they had paid civilization
its last fee of contempt they had recompense in full, and Henry Thoreau had
described it. They made their society, and its constraints were just the conditions of nature and their wills, the self-reliance in self-knowledge that
Mr. Emerson commended. At that campfire under the Tetons, in the illimitable silence of the mountain night with the great clouds going by overhead,
one particular American desire and tradition existed in its final purity. A
company of free companions had mastered circumstance in freedom and
their yarns were an odyssey of the man in buckskins who would not be
commanded . . . .33

It was a common observation by travelers in the Far West
during the fur-trading era that those who once entered the wild
life of the wilderness clung to it afterward as if by an irresistable
fascination. At the end of his western travels, Josiah Gregg never
lost his love for the country and the life:
. . . scarcely a day passes without my feeling a pang of regret that I
am not now roving upon those western plains. Nor do I find my taste peculiar; for I have hardly known a man, who has ever become familiar with
the kind of life which I have led for so many years, that has not relinquished it with regret.34

Advantages of civilization are always purchased at the expense
of individual freedom, and the more abundant these advantages
the more rigid are the restrictions upon physical liberty. This was
as true in the fur-trading era as today. In that age, men sought
the wilderness life because of its exemptions from the artificial
restraints of civilization. For the same reasons, more and more
city dwellers today are acquiring weekend "farms" and mountain
cabins.
Goetzmann took exception to the commonly held view that the
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mountain man was attracted and held to the wilderness life. He
saw a clearly discernable pattern in the mountain man's complexity - the pattern of Jacksonian Man in search of respectability
and success.
. . . in terms recognized by the society he left behind. His goal was, of
course, the pursuit of happiness. But happiness, contrary to Rousseauistic expectations, was not found in the wilderness; it was an integral product of
society and civilization . . . . In little more than two decades most of the
surviving enterprising men had left the fur trade for more lucrative and
presumably more useful occupations .35

This seems a narrow concept of "happiness." Take the case of
the modern, middle-aged successful businessman who is happily
married and is proud of his family, but who still cherishes the
memories of earlier years when as a carefree, young man he
traveled and lived in Europe. Would Goetzmann deny that the
young man was happy? Why then must his trapper leave the
mountains to return to the settlements in order to find happiness?
Could not the moimtain men, who were mostly young men, love
their existence as an adventurous phase of their lives and leave
that phase for another - civilization - where they actually may
find themselves more "satisfied" than happy?
For the most part, the mountain men were content with their
lot:
[T]he back trail was always there and need only be followed eastward.
Few ever took it. They were, by God! the mountain men. The companies
might exploit them but they were free and masters. Folks might call them
Indians but they were better Indians. They had usurped the Indian's technology and had so bettered it that they could occupy the Indian's country
and subdue the Indian. They had mastered the last, the biggest, and the
hardest wilderness . Give any of them a horse and pack mule, a half-dozen
traps, a couple of robes, a bag of possibles, and a rifle - and he could live
comfortably among privations that broke the emigrants' spirit and safe
among dangers that killed soldiers like flies in the first frost. They had
learned not only to survive the big lonesome but to live there at the height
of function.3G
1

2

3
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(New York: Rinehart and Company, 1954), II, p. 464.
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Madie Brown Emparan, Dr. Rockwell Hunt, Ivy Loeber
THE VALLEJOS OF CALIFORNIA by Madie Brown Emparan,
published by the Gleason Library Associates, Univers-ity of San
Francisco, 1968, 464 pages, photos, index. $25.
Reviewer: DR. R. CoKE Woon, Director of Pacific Center for
Western Historical Studies, University of Pacific, Stockton, California.
To be completely impersonal in this review would be impossible
for me, since Madie Brown is a long-time associate of mine and
her enthusiasm about the Vallejos has been a never-ending satisfaction to her friends. In her book she has delivered a loving tribute
to a distinguished California family. She says that she has been
"merely the weaver," but the reader knows that Mrs. Emparan,
wife of the grandson of General Vallejo, Richard Raul Emparan,
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has created an atmosphere of "romance and charm." The quote is
from the "Forward" by Francisca Vallejo.
Mrs. Emparan has not attempted to present an analytical evaluation of the Vallejo papers, rather, she has given us a "photographic"
interpretation of the family. The events in California history are
described and the various personalities are brought in by way of
letters and excerpts from documents. The incidents in the career
of General Vallejo are too numerous to describe in such a short
review, however, on activity in 1851, does interest the historian.
General Vallejo heard that Thomas 0. Larkin was planning a trip
to New York, and the General gave $1,000 to buy books. Books
in Spanish, French and English were purchased and received, but
in April 13, 1867, many of them were destroyed in the Casa
Grande fire . Today, however, in the historic home in Sonoma,
now a state park, forty-seven volumes of Spanish Classics rest on
the top shelf of Vallejo's bookcase.
The book abounds in personal events and words which bring the
characters to life. On page 87 there is the following quote :
"To live happily one needs to have a good home, good furniture, good
carpeting, good bedrooms, good fireplaces for fire in cold weather; water in
abundance for everything and in addition good and excellent baths, a good
kitchen with its accompanying utensils; a great deal of wood to poke, a
good dining room, many and abundant vegetables of all kinds all year round;
in season a great deal of fruit of all kinds, always fresh and preserved,
chickens, eggs, milk that is always fresh, ducks and geese; a cook and
laundress, etc."

Yes, Madie Brown Emparan has brought General Vallejo and
his family to life for us. Through the artistry of Alfred and Lawton
Kennedy printing she has presented a book for all of us who love
California History to read and cherish.

J.

ROSS BROWNE, HIS LETTERS, JOURNALS AND WRITINGS. Edited, with an introduction and commentary by Lina
Fergusson Browne. University of New Mexico Press, 1969.
419 pp.
Reviewer : JuDITH A. GrPSON

J. Ross Browne was one of the most widely traveled, observant
and versatile men of his times. As an adventurer and travel-writer
he visited most of the old and new world.
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He discovered early in his life that he could not tolerate the
routine and conformity required for a steady office job. Even
marriage and eight children could not tie him down. "I will do
anything for you, my own dear wife," he wrote in 1849, "but I
must have the liberty of choosing my own pursuits."
This book, a oolleption of letters that Browne wrote his wife
while on his tarvels, now published for the first time, is testimony
that he did. It is a welcome addition to the literature of Western
history, for Browne had the facility for being in the right places at
the right times, plus the talent and desire to record what he observed.
Many of Browne's more interesting adventures and travels were
on the Western frontier. He went around the Horn to California
with the forty-niners, helping, along the way, to stage a passengers'
mutiny against the captain of the ship. He did not discover gold in
California, but he made money from his trip by becoming the
secretary to the California Constitutional Convention and publishing their proceedings.
When he learned in 1860 of the big silver strike in Nevada
nothing could keep him from going, not even snow in the high
Sierras. He suffered extreme hardships crossing the mountains to
Carson City and hated Nevada after he arrived calling it "the
most barren and desolate country the imagination can conceive."
Yet experiences such as this did not diminish his enthusiasm for
frontier travel. When a friend invited him in 1863 to tour Arizona,
he went, although he knew that the Apaches had taken control of
the state and driven the settlers out, for the Federal government
had withdrawn its troops with the outbreak of the Civil War.
Browne's fame in his lifetime was that of a writer. Over the yea·rs
travel articles and caricatures of miners, politicians, and persons
who interested him appeared in the popular periodicals of the day,
and his books sold well. Still, he was never able to make enough
money through writing to fully support his large family and found
it necessary to take other jobs. At various times he was a revenue
agent, postal route surveyor, customs house inspector, Indian agent,
mineral resources commissioner, and ambassador to China.
That he often found this service unpleasant is apparent in his
writings. At one point he wrote:
"Reader, if you ever aspire to official honors let the fate of this unfortunate agent be a warning to you. He did exactly what he was instructed to do,
which was exactly what he was not wanted to do.
I knew him well. He was a fellow in infinite jest. There was something so
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exquisitely comic in the idea of taking official instructions literally and
carrying them into effect, that he could not resist it."

Browne is credited by many writers as having an influence on
Mark Twain. It is claimed that his "Peep at Washoe" and "Washoe
Revisited" were clear forerunners of Roughing It and that Twain's
Innocents Abroad was indebted to Browne's Yusef. One can easily
understand this view, for Browne's witty, light-hearted writing
style and jaundiced view of humanity are reminiscent of Twain.
It is much more likely though, to this reviewer anyway, that the
similarities were accidental. There were many humorists on the
frontier, but only Mark Twain went on to write a classic.
]. Ross Browne, His Letters, Journals and Writings is a fascinating introduction to a delightful man, a person most readers will
want to know better.
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Dr. R. Coke ·w ood and Richard T. Harville, the President of the
California Conference of Historical Societies, at the Jedediah Smith
annual breakfast in the California Hisory Institute last Spring. Mr.
Harville says that History is a "hobby" with him. He was born in
Ferndale Cottage at Ferndale, Humbolt County, California, and is
a graduate of Stanford University. His audience will recall his
words on J edediah Strong Smith:

"]edediah Smith was in Humbolt and Del Norte County in May
and June of 1828, wh ere he discovered th e Redwoods. He described
them as the 'nobles trees I had ever seen being 12 to 15 feet in,
diam eter, tall and straight and handsome'."
from the speech by Mr. Harville,
March 22, 1969

